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Eighteenth Century 
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Print Editions 


Gale ECCO Print Editions 


Relive history with Eighteenth Century Collections Online, now available in print for the independent 
historian and collector. This series includes the most significant English-language and foreign-language 
works printed in Great Britain during the eighteenth century, and is organized in seven different subject 
areas including literature and language; medicine, science, and technology; and religion and philosophy. 
The collection also includes thousands of important works from the Americas. 


The eighteenth century has been called “The Age of Enlightenment.” It was a period of rapid advance in 
print culture and publishing, in world exploration, and in the rapid growth of science and technology — all 
of which had a profound impact on the political and cultural landscape. At the end of the century the 
American Revolution, French Revolution and Industrial Revolution, perhaps three of the most significant 
events in modern history, set in motion developments that eventually dominated world political, 
economic, and social life. 


In a groundbreaking effort, Gale initiated a revolution of its own: digitization of epic proportions to 
preserve these invaluable works in the largest online archive of its kind. Contributions from major world 
libraries constitute over 175,000 original printed works. Scanned images of the actual pages, rather than 
transcriptions, recreate the works as they first appeared. 


Now for the first time, these high-quality digital scans of original works are available via print-on- 
demand, making them readily accessible to libraries, students, independent scholars, and readers of all 
ages. 


For our initial release we have created seven robust collections to form one the world’s most 
comprehensive catalogs of 18" century works. 


Initial Gale ECCO Print Editions collections include: 


History and Geography 

Rich in titles on English life and social history, this collection spans the world as it was known to 
eighteenth-century historians and explorers. Titles include a wealth of travel accounts and diaries, 
histories of nations from throughout the world, and maps and charts of a world that was still 
being discovered. Students of the War of American Independence will find fascinating accounts 
from the British side of conflict. 


Social Science 

Delve into what it was like to live during the eighteenth century by reading the first-hand 
accounts of everyday people, including city dwellers and farmers, businessmen and bankers, 
artisans and merchants, artists and their patrons, politicians and their constituents. Original texts 
make the American, French, and Industrial revolutions vividly contemporary. 


Medicine, Science and Technology 

Medical theory and practice of the 1700s developed rapidly, as is evidenced by the extensive 
collection, which includes descriptions of diseases, their conditions, and treatments. Books on 
science and technology, agriculture, military technology, natural philosophy, even cookbooks, 
are all contained here. 


Literature and Language 

Western literary study flows out of eighteenth-century works by Alexander Pope, Daniel Defoe, 
Henry Fielding, Frances Burney, Denis Diderot, Johann Gottfried Herder, Johann Wolfgang von 
Goethe, and others. Experience the birth of the modern novel, or compare the development of 
language using dictionaries and grammar discourses. 


Religion and Philosophy 

The Age of Enlightenment profoundly enriched religious and philosophical understanding and 
continues to influence present-day thinking. Works collected here include masterpieces by David 
Hume, Immanuel Kant, and Jean-Jacques Rousseau, as well as religious sermons and moral 
debates on the issues of the day, such as the slave trade. The Age of Reason saw conflict between 
Protestantism and Catholicism transformed into one between faith and logic -- a debate that 
continues in the twenty-first century. 


Law and Reference 

This collection reveals the history of English common law and Empire law in a vastly changing 
world of British expansion. Dominating the legal field is the Commentaries of the Law of 
England by Sir William Blackstone, which first appeared in 1765. Reference works such as 
almanacs and catalogues continue to educate us by revealing the day-to-day workings of society. 


Fine Arts 

The eighteenth-century fascination with Greek and Roman antiquity followed the systematic 
excavation of the ruins at Pompeii and Herculaneum in southern Italy; and after 1750 a 
neoclassical style dominated all artistic fields. The titles here trace developments in mostly 
English-language works on painting, sculpture, architecture, music, theater, and other disciplines. 
Instructional works on musical instruments, catalogs of art objects, comic operas, and more are 
also included. 
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The BiblioLife Network 


This project was made possible in part by the BiblioLife Network (BLN), a project aimed at addressing 
some of the huge challenges facing book preservationists around the world. The BLN includes libraries, 
library networks, archives, subject matter experts, online communities and library service providers. We 
believe every book ever published should be available as a high-quality print reproduction; printed on- 
demand anywhere in the world. This insures the ongoing accessibility of the content and helps generate 
sustainable revenue for the libraries and organizations that work to preserve these important materials. 


The following book is in the “public domain” and represents an authentic reproduction of the text as 
printed by the original publisher. While we have attempted to accurately maintain the integrity of the 
original work, there are sometimes problems with the original work or the micro-film from which the 
books were digitized. This can result in minor errors in reproduction. Possible imperfections include 
missing and blurred pages, poor pictures, markings and other reproduction issues beyond our control. 
Because this work is culturally important, we have made it available as part of our commitment to 
protecting, preserving, and promoting the world’s literature. 


GUIDE TO FOLD-OUTS MAPS and OVERSIZED IMAGES 


The book you are reading was digitized from microfilm captured over the past thirty to forty years. Years 
after the creation of the original microfilm, the book was converted to digital files and made available in 
an online database. 


In an online database, page images do not need to conform to the size restrictions found in a printed book. 
When converting these images back into a printed bound book, the page sizes are standardized in ways 
that maintain the detail of the original. For large images, such as fold-out maps, the original page image is 
split into two or more pages 


Guidelines used to determine how to split the page image follows: 


* Some images are split vertically; large images require vertical and horizontal splits. 

* For horizontal splits, the content is split left to right. 

¢ For vertical splits, the content is split from top to bottom. 

¢ For both vertical and horizontal splits, the image is processed from top left to bottom right. 
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FAIR CAPTIVE: 


TRAGEDY. 


By His Majefty’s Servants. 


f 





All our Affections wait on profperous Fame ; 
Not he that chmbs, but he that falls, meets Shame. 
Howarp. 
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Printed for T. Jauncy, at the Angel 
without Temple-Bar, and H.Corg 
at Rowe’s- Head, next the Fountain-T, se 
very in the Strand. M. pce, xxt. 





AO Loe 


Right Honourable the 


Lord Vifcount GAGE. 


My Lorp, 


N this Age, where, how 
few foever there are 
who have any real 
Claim, Pretenders to 
WiT aie fo numerous, 
Good-Natute 1s not likely to a- 
bound : Thofe Virtues which elitter 
with 





vi The DEDICATION. 


with fo {weet a Luftie in the Poet’s 
Pen, amongft which there are none 
of more general Service to Man- 
kind, than Tendernefs and Com- 


paffion for the Failings of each o- ~ 


ther, are too often left behind ’em 


in the Prefs: and when the Writers 


on thefe Glorious Themes feem to 
be fo litcle affected with ’em them- 
felves, it 1s not to be wonderd at 
that the Readers aie {o too. 


But ifthe Ports, at leaft the 
Wow'd-be ones, debafe, by a thou- 
fand feivile Piactices, the Nobleft 
Art into a Trade; the CRITICKS 
alfo, of the fame Degree of Meutt, 
forget that, nat to ridicule, but to 
improve the Judgment, and correct 
the Errors they difcover, is the Bu- 
finefs of theit Profeflion. And the 
Venom of Malice, thus directed, 
is of fo {preading a Nature, that 
while the infectious Cloud mnfes to 


le len, 


The DEDICATION. Vil 


leffen, if not totally obfcure the 
Brightnefs of the moft exalted Un- 
dertaking, it fheds a baleful Influ- 
ence alfo on the meaneft. Inftead 
of that generous Ezsulation, which 
the Example of any Excellence 
fhould infpire, Envy and Hate 
purfue the Genius ski/’d to foar; 
and cold Contempt, and blafting 
Scorn, check the weak Afpiter’s 
Flight ; which, if indulg@d by the 
warm Sun-fhine of Encouragement, 
might rower to Heights deferving 
Admuation. 


‘Tis for this Reafon that the 
Nobleft Performances ftand in need 
of more than their own Merit to 
{upport em; and the moft cele- 
brated Authors, I mean of thofe 
whofe Mufe is their Dependance, are 
oblig'd to feek the Protection of 
fome powerful Name, 

Bur 


vii The DEDICATION. 


But how melancholy a Reflec- 
tion mutt this be, to a Perfon who 
has neither Merst to deferve, nor 
Good-Fortune to obtain the Favour 
ef a Patron Uluftrious enough to 
difappoint the Efforts of ILl-Na- 
tule! For my own part, who, I 
confefs, have little Pretences to the 
one, and never had much Reafon 
to rely on the fatter; I fuffer'd all. 


that Apprehenfion could inflict, 
and found I wanted many more | 


Arguments than the little Philofo- | 


oO 


phy I am Mifttefs of could furnifh 
me with, to enable me to {tem that 
Tide of Raifery, which all of my 


| 
7 
| 


sex, unlefs they ae very excellent _ 


indeed, mouft expect, when once 


D) ui it. 


Iv was in this Condition your 
Loidfhips Piry found me; and by 
an 


they exchange the Needle for the 


The DEDICATION. ix 


an Excefs of Goodnels, taught 
me that thofe very Misfortunes 
which wou’d bar the Gates of Fa- 
vour againft my Hopes, addiefsd 
to thofe of a lefs elevated Mind, 
were Pleas fuffictent to introduce 
me hete. 


Tuat exalted Sweetnefs of 
Difpofition, which is fo eminent- 
ly con{picuous in your Lordfhip’s 
Chaiacter, rendeis you as yjuftly 
woithy the Love of Mankind, as 
your other Virtues ate of their 
Admiration; and that graceful 
and obliging manne: in which you 
confer Fayouis, ae no lefs pleafing 
to the Receiver than the Favours 
themfelves. 


I Am as entnely unable to offer 
any thing in Defence of the fol- 
lowing Scenes, as I am_ to exprefs, 
as I ought, my grateful Acknow- 

a ledgments 
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ledgments fo. your Permiflion to 
throw ’em at your Feet, and al- 
lowing a the Opportunity of tel- 
ling you, that I am, with ne imagi- 
nable Refpect, 


My Lorp, 
Your Lorpsair’s moft Devoted, 
Moft Humble, and moft 


Obedient Servant, 


Eliza Haywood, 


( xi ) 
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SoCceerceerce 
Coe 
Ce ee ee ee ae ae ae 


Advertifement to the 
READER. 


exe O attempt any thing in Vindication of 
the tullowimg Scenes, wou ‘d cofl me more 
Time than the Compofing em took me 
up S ririeere LIES only fay im my own Excule, 
that if the Piay had been what I coud have call’d 
myfelf the fole Author of, or foretold the kind 
Reception it has met, I fhould ceitainly have ta- 
hen more pains And though it may appear like 
Vanity, Itake the hberty to add, it was im my 
power to have made it much bette: than it 1s, both 
in the Sentiment and Expieffion: But without 
a Profpe& ot fome Applaufe, I fhou’d never ima- 
eine, if the Example otf many Authors did not 
convince me, that any meane: Views cou’d wing 
the Poet’s Flight 
This ‘Tragedy was originally wut by Capt 
Hifi, and by him deliver’d to Mr Rich, to be 
aged foon after the Opening of the New Houfe , 
but the Seafon being a hittle too far elaps’d for 
the pope it on then, and the Author ob- 
liz’d to leave the Kingdom, Mr Rich became the 
Purchafer of it, and the Winter following or~ 
der’d st into Reheatfal: but found it fo unfit for 
Reprefentation, that for a long time he laid afide 
a 2 all 


xii Advertifement. 


all thoughts of making any thing of it, ull laft 
Faway he gave me the Hiftory of his Bargain, 
and made me fome Propofals concerning the new 
modelling it. but however I was prevail’d upon, 
Icannot fay my Jacltation had much fhare in my 
Confent, knowing well, that the Confequence of 
altering a Mannfiript, is to dare the Tongue of 
Cenfure without the leaft View of acquiring Re- 
putation On teading, I found I had much more 
to do than £ expected , every Chara&er I was ob- 
he’d to find employment for, introduce one en- 
tnely new, without which it had been impoffible 
to have guefs’d at the Defign of the Play, and 
in fic, change the Didction fo w holly, that, excepting 
wnthe Parts or Alp/onfo and Tabella, there remams 
not twerty Lires of the Ouiginal 

After what I have fad, I hope nobody will 
believe the Pra‘e 1 take in what I have done, 1n- 
duces me to give this patticular Account, fince I 
have no other Reafon for it, than to affure the 
Xcaders I fhou’d have more confulted their Sa- 
tisaétion, if Tcou’d have thought the Scheme I 
was oblig'd to follow, was worthy of embelith- 
ing, ortnat the Ambition of pleafing them wou’d 
have beet, imputed to 


Tien Evinble Servant, 


Eriza Haywoop. 


( xili ) 


SORRTORORTONE 
MOL OMG: Roe 


PROLOGUE: 


Spoken by Mr. BonEme. 
O NG has it been the Clamour of the 


Age, 
That Dari euds have rent beth State 
and Stage , = 
But, (thank the Forcfight of our South-Sea ~ 
Matteis! a 


Fattion 15 quite Ccrwhelu’d by worfe Dif- 
afters 
eon hat,can we a Grievance call, 
Tor One great Difcontent has {wallow d all. 
Yet you cxpett, howe er the Stocks are low, 
No Damp of Care should cloud the Mufes 
Brow 
Tho Poct’s Tickets, Times are now fo nice, 
Like Thud and Fourth Subfciiptions, bear 
no Pitce. 
The Bays,’trs truc, with which theBards 
are crow d, 
Flouryh, tho frerceft Lightuimgs play a- 
round 
Confcrous of Tits, our Author dares engage 
'Gainft all the Hardhaps of this flormy 
Age. 


& The 


XIV DRO aun, 


The guarded Mule all other Rage defies, 
Savewhat from your Dif{pleafure may arife : 
Not but her Sex toFavour pleads JomeRight, 
A Female Pencil draws the Lines to-night. 
Ladves, "tis your Concern to wterpofe, 
Who hurt a Woman, are your Sex’s Foes; 
And, Sirs, confider ’tis a Lover's Caufe, 
Sure, a Fan Captive fome Compafjion draws. 
Think Her iheMufe, and learn to pity then 

) A Woman's Sufferiugs, from a Woman's 

Pen. 





EPILOGUE 


By Aaron Hite Ef; 


A. S front forte Dieam, a trembling Prophet ftarts, 
- LX Aud woctul Warnings to the World smparts 
) Sol, bicke lorfe, from a Seraglio Life, 
) Hl fhow, w! at cus to be a Tukith Wife ! 
Soft '—fee me whilper '—fhou’d fome Husband hear, 
*Lucn'd oft our Petticoat Dominion dea: ! 
No Wifits there—ito Play <—no Cards—xo Wooing ; 
Dull, dowieght Duty naak-s up all their doing 

Fealous 


v 


wy 


EPILOGUE. XV 


Fealous of genial Air, even that’s deny’d ’ent ! 

And ther grimDears Drawers andMufflers hide’ em. 
To feeus, there, thefe arry Hoops dtfplay, 

They'd think, our Limbs, let loofe, wou’d run away 
Well '—to fay truth,—good Difaphue does Wonders 3 
Husbands, mm Turkifh Climates, /ear no Thunders. 
To Matrimonal Coutrall, meekly yuft, 

All Women, there, obey—becaufe they mutt. 

Silent, they fit, in paffive Rows, all Day, 

And mufing, crofs-legg’d, futch flrange Thoughts away. 
Provoking Life '—ftew’d up lhe Ponds of Fifh, 

They feed, and fatten, for one Glutten’s Difh! 
Learn’d 1 ther Loid’s vat "Worth, they get by heat, 
How rich each 15, 1a her five hundredth Part ! 

But, when Night comes, how pure, how pious they ! 
Who go to Bed—to Neep !—and .1fe—to pray ! 

Bleft 1 full Chaftuty, aad unbroke Slurber, 

They owe a fpotlefs Purits—to Number 

Slow muft five hundicd Womens Virtue fall, 

Wo have but one poor Man t’wedve *em allt 

Like the waim Sun, he daily dees appear , 

But hts grand Round 1s made, fiarce once a Year! 
Dieadful Reflettion '—Call ti ey tis a Wife? 

?T1s an unwholefom, dull,—unactive Life ! 
OEngland! England! did thy Damfels travel, 
Aid thefe dark Myfteries, of the Eaft, unravel, 

How bleft were Husbands m a chane’d Condition ! 
No longer found to need thew Wives 'Tuntion ! 


\ But thefe ave Secrets, better’-bid, than fhown: 
) Cuftom’s our Firend=——and we'll e’en hold our own. 


Dra- 


ee ee 


Dramatis Perfone. 
MeEw. 


Muftapha, Grand Vifier Mr Qui. 
Ozmm, a Noble Tuk Mr Leigh 
Achmat, Aga of the Famzaries. Mr Eglevwn 
Haly, Chef Eunuch. Mr Boheme 
Alphonfo, a Spantard of Quality Mr Ryaz. 
Pedyo, his Friend Mr Diggs. 
WoMEN. 


Lene, Daughter to the Sultan 
ene and Wife to Muftapha * gMrs. Giffid 
vane Daraxa, a young Lady difeuis’d totes aii 


ee in the Habit of an Eunuch. 

wow 

ae Tfabella, a beaunful Spamfb Lady, ont lS 
w" taken Prifoner by the Tui ks. ye a 


Guards, Eunuchs, and Mutes. 


SCENE, Conftantinople. 





[Peas bads 
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TRAGEDY. 


| aan ae By Bw 2 
RRBBDAGS a eS BAR BRBEBE AH 


Vad Gee] brie bi 
SCENE, a Street before the Seraglio, 


Eute, Alphonfo, Pedro, atd Servants. 


AE TER the Toils of a long dan- 

Were  cerous Voyace, 

aA lies Safely, at laft, we’ve reach’d 

PSE NGC Conftantimopie 

ure And fure, methinks, my Pedid, 
tis moft hard, 


This Heavenly Chime, this Earthly Paradife, 
B 







Chis 


2 The Fair CaPrive. 


"This Beautcous M ftrefs of the Eafferz World, 
Shou’d diag the Chams of Arbitrary Power 

(( Spite of her Pomp, the drooping, fill laments 
Her ravith’d Freedom, asd her loft Eftate . 

Her Spices, Gums, her Odowrs, Wines, and Ou, 
With alt the Joys luxuriant Nature pours 
Upon her Head, feem quite unknown, or taftelefs ; 
Has the leaft thare herfelf of ber own Bleffings, 
And, ikea Mifer, pines 1n all her Plenty 

Ped. What wondrous Revolutions has fhe feen, 
And what Variety of Conquerois known ? 
Wild furious Nations from the Fields of Thrace , 
The Ain, the Saaen, and dreadful Goth, 
And laft, this 1ugged, barbarous Scythian Crew, 
From Icy Rocks, from cold Répaun Hills, 
From Mountains cloth’d with everlafting Snow, 
Like ravenous Beatts of Prey, come rufhing down, 
‘To change their Climate for a warmer Sun, 
And fix the Standaid of their ftroling Prophet. 
Gi cece, Who to all the Would around her taught 
Ingenious Arts, Morality, and Arms, 

Now quite forgcts, herfelf, the Ufe of Letters, 
And all nsolv’d in Clouds of Ignorance, 
Sitsmout: al, breeding o’e: her learned Ruins , 
Her tuned Streams are loft, her Fountains filent 
Burt, Brave lirhoifo, Jet us turn our Eyes 
Fiom this unciatetul Profpeét, and 1cfume 
A worthier Coufe. Yes, Su, the Cuufe which 

brougat you 

Hither, to 1edecm your Captive Miftrefs 

Alph Yes, Friend, I hope to find no Obftacle ; 
1’\e Gold good {tore to glut thefe fierce Barbarians, 
And muft, and will obtain my Jfabela, 
That lovely Maid, that dear, that heavenly Fair! 
The brighteft Soul that ever was infus’d 
Into an Angel’s Frame: I tell thee, Pedio, si 

ot 


The Fain Carrive. 3 


Not all the balmy odoriferous Breezes, 
Fan’d trom yon blooming Groves, when Eafiz 
Gales, 
With Aromatick Sighs, perfume the Ar, 
Are halt fo fweet, fo fott as Jabella 
Her finalleft Charm, to me, is of moie worth 
"Than the whole Bulk of this extended Empire 
Ped ‘Yoo well they know the Value of their Prize; 
Or, for the Ranfom which he: Friends propos’d, 
She had, e’e1 this, been render’d to your Arms 
Alph Oh! thou haft rouz’d a Thought which 
fhocks my Soul , 
My ftifled Jealoufies now blaze afrefh, 
And fhoot then burning Ariows thro each Vein. 
ne and untaught, as is this Savace Race, 
They yet have Eyes, and Beauty, fuch as hers, 
Mutt rarfe Defire. And what may not Defire, 
When aim'd with Power, obtain, or force? Honour, 
How vainly have I fought, how dearly bought thee, 
If, while my Country’s Caufe employ’d my Arm, 
My Jfabella’s loft? How fhou’d I curfe 
Thofe Wounds I thought my Glory while I felt “em, 
Since they detain’d me from the Calls of Love? 
Oblig’d to wait a lingring Cure, who knows 
What dull Embafladors her Friends employ’d? 
Some trading Wretches, who ne’er knew theWorth 
Of ought but Wealth, meer Haglers of the Market . 
Were fuch ft Men to treat for Jfabella2 
Ped My Lord, her Father gave them full Com- 
miffion 
To offer Sums immenfe to buy her Freedom 5 
Yet {till they made Pretences to detain her 
Alph A Lover wou’d not have been fo put off: 
Had [been here, 1f Interceffion fail’d, 
‘To Stratagem I fhou’d have had recourfe ; 
And next, to Force, 
ez Ped, 


rAd 


( 


| 


4 


oO 


4 The Farr Carrive. 


Ped Alas! what Hopes in Force, 
When the Seragho Walls withhold her from you, 
And Guards of Eunuchs watch her every Motion 2 


' *Tis Policy alone can aid your Wishes 


The ‘few who came aboard our Vellel, pretends 
A salt Intelligence and Interef , on him 
My Hopes ate chiefly built. 
Alph ’Tis near the Hour 
Jn which he promis’d to return with News, 
And fee he comes! Pedro, methinks I fee 
A dancing Joy dart from his gloomy Eyes, 
And fpeak Succefs. 


Ente: the Jew. 

Now, my Mecury, 
Sits the Wind fair, or mutt we look for Storms, 
E’er we can reach this happy Land of Love? 

Few Gold, which does all things, has difpell’d 

the Clouds, 

Which fo long hover’d o’er your rifing Hopes, 
And a whole Heaven of Joy now breaks upon you : 
I have engag’d no meaner Friend than Haly, 
Chief ot the Eunuch Train to ferve your Wifhes. 
But let us hence—Some haughty Muffelmen, 
Farneft in Conference, approach this Way 5 
Within PH tell you more 

Alph My better Angel. { Exeunt. 


Ente, Ozmin and Achmat 


Ach Yes, us this Vifier governs all + The Sultan, 
Grown old in Power, now nods upon the Throne, 
And holds, with fuch a flack and weaken’d Hand, 
The Reins of En,pire, that Iam amaz’d 
They drop not from him quite Ore bears the 

Name, 
But 


\i 


\ 


The Fain CarTivk f 


But tother has the Power, befides, at Jatt, 
The Vifier’s Mairiage with the fair Irene, 
Our Royal Mafter’s Daughter, has drawn clofe 
The Gordiau Knot, that binds the Sultan to hm: 
He now feems fix’d and firm, 
Ozm Fix’d as he ftands, 
This pregnant Head has form’d a Plot fhall fhake 
him * 
You fee I truft thee, Achmat, 
Ach Oxmin, you may. 
I have more Caufe han you to hate the Vifier ; 
A lucklefs Brother’s Ghoft, yet unappeas’d, 
Still eries aloud for Vengeance - Blood for Blood. 
Ozm To indulge his own hot Paffion for J ene, 
He laid that Snare for her unhappy Lord, 
And urg’d the Sultan to that rafh Attempt 
On fierce Loiamm, that Thunderbolt of War ; 


\ Where your brate Brother did not only fall, 


But Thoufand faithful Muffulmen befide him, 
Were baibaroufly mangled at Vienza, 
I fcape’d indeed, but there ae, Tui kifh Glory ¢ 
Was all trod down, never to rife again 
Your Brother dead, she Villain eain’d his Ends ; 
Trene’s Wifhes dy °d not with her Lord : 
He quickly woo'd, and won her to his Purpofe, 
But waded to her Bed thro Seas of Blood 

Ach Revenge may fleep, but never, never dies ; 
Even while I fpeak, the darling Paffion fires me, 
Informs me hke a God: “tis rooted here, 
Glows in each Vem, and quickens every Pulfe. 
Death’s Icy Hand Shalj one day clofe thefe Eyes, 
And every ‘Thought may with my Being ceafe , 
"Then, then perhaps fhall I forgive the Vifier: 
Bur while Remembrance prompts this active Brain, 
I fhall be {till moft watchful for a Seafon 
To pluck the high-rais’d Villain from his Seat, ; 
An 
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And make Zreae mourn a {econd Lord. 

Oxm, Already fhe repents her ill-~plac’d Love: 
Not all her Beauties have the Charm to fix him 5 
Weary, and furfeited with her Embraces, 

He feeks new Joys ma fair Chriftian’s Arms, 

A Captive Maid, ta’en in the Spaadh War 

Thus I difcover’d, and mform’d her of , 

With artful Words inftill’d the ftealing Poifon : 

And now her haughty Soul with Jealoufy 

Swells ev’n to burfting , by this means I hope 

To work the Vifier’s Ruin: The Arrows of Re- 
venge 

Ne’er fly fo fure, as when their Points are tipt 

With Woman’s Malice. 

Ach, You much amaze me : 

Fan.e {peaks him fond, even to Dotage, on her 

Ozm. Oh! he diflembles ev’n to Admnation, 
And trnft me, Achmat, ’tis his Mafter Talent . 
Nature has form’d him all Hypocrsfy , 

His Words, his Voice, Ins Looks wear deep De- 
Céit s 

Not one unguarded Motion e’er betrays 

The Workings of his Soul, but always feems 

What be’d be thought, not what he truly is 

Ach Since fuch a Mailer in the Art of Feigning, 
By what ftrange Means was his new Flame re- 

veal’d ? 

Ozm Since fwoin, with me, the Vifier’s deadly 

Foe 
And Brother in Revenge, jou fhall be told 
The only now remaining Secret You knew 
Mirvan, the late Batiaw of Ads sanople. 
Ach Mokt pertectly 
Ozm You mutt remember too, 
He died that fame cuis’d Day, in which 


T his hateful Vifier marry’d with Lexze, 
Ach 
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Ab. I do. 

Ozm. After his Death, fome private Bufinefs 
Requir’d my fudden Prefence at his Houfe, 
Where, as I walk’d in an adjacent Garden, 

I heard a Woman’s Voice in loud Complaints ; 
At firft I took it for th’ EffeGs of Sorrow 

For a dear Father’s Lofs, for foon I faw 

It was the Daughter of my good old Fnend; 
But as I approach’d more near, and heard diftinély 
Some Words, which Defperation made her utter, 
I found ’twas Rage, and difappointed Love, 
Which caus’d her Guiefs, not filhal Piety 

The Name of Muftapha with Curfes mingled, 
And dreadful Imprecations on his Falfhood, 

Left me no room to doubt the Vifier’s Guile. 

Ach, Unhappy Maid! 

Ozm, Soon as fhe faw me, 

With diftra@ed Motion fhe wou’d have fled the 
Place, 

But ftrait I ftope her, and with foothing Are 

Prevail’d upon her, fince I had heard fo much, 

To unload on me her heavy Weight of Angwifh; 

And in the Sequel of the difmal Tale, 

Confefs’d the Vifier had betray’d her Honour, 

‘Then bafely left her to repent her Fondnefs. 


 Ach~But what imports this, to our great De- 
fign ? 
Ozm. 
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Oz. Oh! Achmat, us of mighty confequence. 
She watches every Motion of the Vifier, 
And that fame under-working Villain, Haly! 
And brings me true Intelligence of all 
Their Midnight Plottings, and their dark Defigns : 
By her the weighty Secret is difcover’d, 
By which I hope to fink ’em both in Ruin ; 
But fhe appears Hail to the Star which guides mé 
Thro the wild Road of dark Uncertainty, 
And points me out the Way to Fame and Ven- 

geance. 


Enter Daraxa. 


Nay, ftart not, Fair, nor let chat noble Blood, 
Which warms thy Heart with more than manly 
Vigour, 
Forfake it now, to paint thy blufhing Cheeks. 
Achmat, the Janifaries worthy Aga, 
Thy Father’s Friend, and Partner in the Hate 
We jointly bear to the vile changing Vifier, 
May well deferve Daraxa’s Confidence . 
Dar Much have I head of noble Achat’s 
Fame ; 
And oft have heard my Father {peak his Praife, 
With Rhetorick fuch as raptur’d Loveis ufe, 
Nor fhou’d I blufh, unlefs :t were for Joy, 
To find fuch Virtue did befriend ou Caufe, 
Tf I, like him, for Virtue’s fake atone 
Became the Vifier’s Foe, but Oh! my Shame, 
My never-ending Shame, mutt be prociai.n’d, 
And the fame Breath which fays, I hate the Vifier, 
Mutt alfo fay, Nor can my Soul deny it, 
Had I not lov’d too well, I had not hated 
Ach. Your gentle Sex, unurg’d by Injuries, 
Are foft and kind, as the defcending Dew, 


Refrefhing where 1t falls , but poifon’d once 
With 
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With the nea Aur of Scorn or Falfhood, 


Your very Nature changes to its contrary, 
And kills the Stems, whofe Roots it fed before. 
Dav Unbred to Politicks, and little vers’d 
T’th’ Sophiftry of Courts, or Statefman’s Art, 
I fhou’d not have behev’d the Vifter bafe, 
Had not his Wrongs to me unfeal’d my Eyes,. 
And taught me, he that fo foully cou’d betray | 
A Maid who lov’d him, might betray the World. > 
Juftice 1s Juftice even to the meaneft, 
And thofe who feruple not at petty Ills 
To purchafe petty Pleafures, will, when greater 
Excite their Appetite, a@ Crimes proportion’d. 
Ozm ‘True, my fan Oracle, and mark how {wift 
This tow ting Monfter climbs the fteep Afcent, 
Which leads to all his wild Ambition aims at 5 
But one Step more, aud he o’erlooks the World: 
The Sultan's Life 1s all that now remains 
To lift him paft the Reach of our Revenge 
Ach E’er he removes that Bar, my Rage fhall 
find him, 
And plunge him from this Precipice of Greatnefs, 
With fudden-founding Ruin, in the Deep 
Dar. Our Holy Prophet’s Care will guard the 
Sultan, 
And fink his Foes in everlafting Shame 
But I forgor, Exprefics ate arriv’d, 
Winch f{peak, the Sultan has left Ad zadople, 
And will with fpecd return to the Seraglio 
Ozm We muft not then beidle. Be it your 
Care 
To keep your Janizaries Rage ftill warm; 
Their juft Complaints and Murmurs for their Pay, 
Which this vile Vifier bafely has detain’d, 
In part will fhow the Traytor I’th’ mean time 
Pll to the Princefs, fire her jealous Soul 
C To 


b 
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To move her Royal Father for Redrefs 
Dar, Some private Lerters feem to pleafe her 
frangely , 
While fhe was reading, as I near her waited, 
1 faw unufual Joy fpread o’er her Face: 
Perhaps to you fhe will reveal their Purport 
Ozm Tilhafe and fathom it Farewell. iy 
Ab, Succefs attend you Ext 
Dar. Farewell, ingenious Lords, 
But have a care you are not caught yourfelies 
Methinks I walk as in a Magick Circle, 
Where feeing all, I am by all unfecn , 
Oh! that this Garb con’d hide me from myfelf ! 
That I indeed could be the thing I feem, 
Cou’d root out all the Tendernefs that’s here, 
And nothing of my Sex retain, but Pride- 
Then I might take Revenge on this falle Vifier, 
As ample as his Peryuries deferve. 
Thefe Men, by their own Intereft chiefly led, 
Wou’d make my feeming Hate their Plea for Ruin; 
Yet Miftapha, I'll guaid thee fiem their Malice, 
Tho I will plague thec, torture thee feverely, 
Confound thy Peace, as thou haft mine deftroy’d ; 
But for thy Life, Pil watch with zealous Care, 
And ward off every Blow which threatens ee 
xtt. 


Enter Alphonfo, Pedro, and Haly. 


Hal, Nay, worthy Chniftian, Twenty Thoufand 
Ducats 

Is fomething too extravagant a Bounty - 
However, Pll endeasour to deferve them , 
Serve thee, tho with the Hazard of my Head 
What tho the Sultan, fir’d with her Defcription, 
Comes big with Wifhes to poftefs he: Charms, 
And feaft luxuriant on he: Virgin Beauties ; 
Ne oe Alp 
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Alp Horror and Death ! } 
Hal Nay, flart not, noble Chriftian, 
E’en this impending Storm I will ditfolve. 
This Night fhall give your Miftiefs to your Arms, 
And e’er the Sulean reach Coaftant.nople, 
You may be paft his Power 
Alp ics Fisend indeed , Alphonfo’s Soul’s too 
ful 
To {peak his Giatitude, but Deeds fhall thank thee. 
Hal At Dead of Night repair to the Seraglio, 
| Where in D fguife a Slave of mine fhall wait, 
4 And fately lead the lovely Captive to thee , 
"Then thro a private Garden ftiait conduct you 
To the Sea-fide unfeen, and unfufpefed. 
Alp Oh boundlefs Happinefs! But indulgent 
Eunuch, 
Is there no Means e’er that to fee my Love? 
Juft fnatch a tranfient View to cheer my Soul, 
My longing Soul, which buins with fierce Impa- 
ticnce 
Hal. This credulous Fool fhall not be wholly 
cheated, [ Afide. 
Even this, tho difficult, I wall perform ; 
Go drefs thee in the Habit of a Muffulman, 
And at yon gilded Gate attend my coming: 
But, Chriftian, as the advent’rous Task I fet thee, 
Perhaps may bear fome little face of Danger, 
I hope thy Courage 
Alp Courage, mm that Caufe! 
Tho every ftep I trod on burning Irons, 
I’d pafs undaunted to behold that Fair-one. 
Hal, Hafte then, and wait the Bleffing that at- 
tends thee. { Exit Haly. 
Ped Alphonfo, {pare my Blufhes, and forgive 
The fond Expoftulations of a Friend ; 
Confider yet once more, reftrain your Wifhes : 
C2 Sure 
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Sure 1s your Dange1, your Succefs uncertain 

Alp Ah Pedo! had thou ever lov’d hike me? 
Cou’d’ft thou but think for what a Prize I venture, 
Or only feel but half what I endure , 
Believe me, Friend, thou wou’dft not talk thus 

coldly ° 

Is there a way to fee my Jabella ! 
And fhatl I fhun it for a Shew of Danger ! 
I long, I burn to clafp the charming Maid ! 
To prefs the melting Fair-One to my Breatt ! 
To hear hei talk, and tell me all her Sorrows! 
And footh her into Peace, with Sounds of Love 

Ped. How vain is Reafon, when oppos’d by 

Paffion ! 
But if my Fears fhould prove-——— 
: Alp. Away with Fears ! 

Til liften only to the Voice of Rapture! 
I go to Jabella! Bear, ye Winds, 
That Sound in gentle Whufpers to her Ears ! 
Tell hei, her Lover comes to fet her free, 
To cafe her Sufferings, and difpel her Gniefs. 


Soe, when defpairing Ai rade lay, 

Expos’d, alone, to farage Beafts a Prey , 

An am’rcus God flew fwiftly to her Aid, 

Fir’d with her Charms, and fav’d the lovely Maid 


Ex ev it 


GO aE 
OR TO 
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AC DUE 
The Grand Vifier difcovered on a 


Couch, in a melancholy Pofture: 
Soft Mufick, which ended, he 


comes forward. 


Mf ee M Hal and infignificant are Great- 
E nels, 

Sees) Splendor and Wealth, Magnificence 

and Pomp , 

That with falfe Bughtnefs dazle Vulgar Eyes, 

And make the fawning Croud admire and tremble, 

It {weet Tranquillicy of Mind be wanting : 

And vain are all foft Blandifiments to gain, 

Or jooth the troubled Soul A carelefs Swain 

Stow’d in a little Cottage, with Content, 

Is happict far than His flender Wealth 

In bleating Flocks, and lowing Herds confifts : 

Him flowiy Lawns, and limpid Streams delight ; 

Few are his Wifhes, and his Joys are boundlefs : 

Sings all the Day, and {weetly fleeps all Night. 

Pm ftill a Slave to Love, that cruel Tyrant 

Palls every other Joy, and fhades my Glory. 

Within this Burning Breaft a Fever rages, 

Preys on my Heart, and fires my very Blood. 


But here a Torment comes, that all exceeds: 
Now 


x 
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Now mutt I ftrive to ftifle what I feel, 
And at a Tendernefs my Sou! abhors. 


Enter Irene. 


Ti ene. How areyou chang’d of late, my Muftapha? 
Reftlefs you feem, and fly from your Jrene , 
A fullen Care, a gloomy Melancholy 
Sits lowring on your Brow » ‘This 1s not kind, 
Indeed 1t is not, to conceal from me, 
Your tender Confoit, Partner of your Bed, 
The Caufe of this your Difcontent and Anguifh. 
Muf Oh curlt Neceffity of feigning Love ! 
[ Afide. 
Faireft of Women! [I have ne D:fcontent, 
No fawcy Care that dares extend to thee - 
"This toilfome Load of Bufinefs of the State 
Bears heavy on me, almoft weighs me down ; 
And, but for thee, the Weight cou’d not be borne: 
Thy Starry Eyes, with bright unrival’d Luftre, 
From my joy’d Breaft difpel all anxious Cares 
frene Pm fatisty’d + Nor fhall Iprefs you farther; 
Yet you have oft deceiv’d me ffabella 
Has now obtain’d Permiffion to return 
'T'o Spam. You often promis’d that poor Maid 
And me, long fince, tobtain the Su/tan’s Will; 
But never, never did it, Muflapha 
Muf Unknown to me, who has been fo officious 
T'o interpofe ? 
Lene. By Letters fill’d with urgent Prayers, 
Thave at laft obtain’d this long-wifh’d Grant 
Muf Curfe on your meddling, mifchef-making 
Sex [ Afide. 
Lene, What 1s’t thou fay’t? 'Thou feem’h 
difpleas’d and thoughtful, 
Muf. 
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Muf. You've been too bufy, done you know 
not what : 
She fhail not yet go hence , nor is it: proper ; 
We have moft weighty Reafons to detain her. 
Jiene. Now, now the Villain breaks through all 
his Art Afide, 
Thofe Reafons are as fecret as they’re ftrange : 
So,when a hundred Chriftian Slaves y ere ranfom’d 
For trifling Sums, and more for her was offer’d 
Than might have bought a Princefs’ Liberty ; 
Yet you had Reafons then. 
Muf 1 had. 
iene. Yes, yes, 
I know thou had’ft, deceitful Vifier ! ( Afide, 
But *tis no longer in thy power to flay her; 
All’s done , the Order’s fign’d : nor one Day more 
Shail fhe remain in the Seraglzo. 
Muf, Ob Torture! but I will not thus be 
baffled. [ Afide. 
Madam, forgive me, if I think your Love 
To this fair Chriftian Maid outweighs your Judg- 
ment : 
I can’t believe the Suitan has confented, 
Or will not, when he hears what I fhall offer. 
I fhail detain her then, till he returns; 
If then his Orders are——~ 
eae, His Orders now are pofitive ; 
Nor fhalt thou, Vifier, daie to difobey them, 
Muf Iwill not difobey them, but delay : 
Nor will my Royal Matter blame my Caution, 
When he fhall know——— 
Kiene. I can contain no longer! 
What fhall he know, thou moft perfidious Man ? 
What can thy fubtle working Wit invent, 
"To skreen the Inyuries thou doft his Daughter ? 
For I no more will feign an Ignorance Ae 
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OF that which 1s too obvious to the World, 
The wondetng World, that tlarts at thy Ingra- 


titude 
Mut. 1 mult appeafe ths Tempelt, or *rwill 
rack me , [ Afide 


What means f, eve? 
Treae "he Meaning 1s too plain, 
There needs no Oedipus to folve this Riddle 
Had Jfabellu’s Charms been lefs attiactive, 
She had not mowin’d in vain tor Liberty 
Mu{ How eafily the lurking fmother’d Flame 
Of Jealoufy, blazes in Womens Bieafts 
Now, my /ene, I fhou’d chide your Rage, 
Were not the Pam it gives yourfelf, too great 
For me to wifh addition But, my Fair? 
You cannot, fure, in earneft, wiong fo much 
The Luftre of your own unequall’d Beauties, 
T’o think the Heart, which once has felt their 
Foice, 
Should ftoop fo low to prize fuch lictle Prettynefs, 
As Jfabella boats? [Offermg to take her by the Hand 
Tene Away, falfe Man! 
Trene 1s not to be caught 
By fmooth-rongu’d Flattery, the Bait of Guls : 
I fec the Villain thro the fawning Courtier, 
And as T ought, will prove my juft Refentment 


Enter Darava 


Dar Mok mighty Vifier! Ay with Impatience 
Entreats an Audience at your own Apartment 
[Moftapha whifpers, aad Exit Daraxa | 
Tene Haly ympaticnt at his own Apartment ! 
By Heaven, J hke nor thar fly treacherous Eunuch , 
Some Mifchiet 15 on foot. [ Afide. 
Muft Madam, I cannot flay 
To argue longer with you on this Theme , 


But 
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But when this caufelefs Fury is abated, 
Shall gladly anfwer the Demands of Reafon [Exit. 
Lene Cool, cool Defigner! but, by che Alcoranz, 





He fhall not carry’t thus—— 


Enter Ozmun. 


Ozm. A 'Tempeft on that Brow! 
‘Then Heaven indeed is angry, and declates 
Offending Mortals mult expec its Vengeance. 
Lene. Met you the Vifier ? 
Ozm. I did, and on his Brow, 
Methought, [ read fome Marks of Difcontent. « 
frene. Oh Ozma? I can tell thee fuch a Tale 
Will make thy honeft Soul difdain its Form, 
And wifh to change it for fome other Specie : 
No Beaft fo hateful, as the Monfter, Man! 
Ozm He mutt be more than Montte: that cou’d 
wrong, 
Even in a Thought, the bright £ eve’s Charms: 
But, Madam, fay, what new Affronts are given ; 
For, I prefume, none but a Husband’s Power 
Wow'd dare, unaw’d by youls, to 10uze your 
Rage 
Tene Curfe on the Day which gave that Power 
to Muftapha: 
He has refus’d to obey the Sultan’s Order, 
And will, in fpite of us, detain his Minion 
Ozm As I coud with: Propitious Fortune, 
Thanks ! | Afide, 
I grieve the Vifier fhould be thus mifled. 
What tho he doats on Jfabella’s Beauties , 
What tho his Soul, with Tendernefs unfpeakable, 
Hangs on her, what tho he hyes but in her fight, 
Yet fill, methinks, his Gratitude to you, 


Fp And 
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And Duty tothe Sultan, fhould cutweigh 
All other Confidecatioas 
Ireve Mo, Ozman, no, 
The Tiaitor now begins to avow his Guilt , 
Shortly hell dare to biave me with a Rival 
But as my Injuries, my Revenge fhall rife, 
'Tow’r over fus Pride, and crufh iim into nothing. 
zm Lhave been told, but cannet vouch the 


‘ Truth, 
a if fhe’ll be pievarl’d upon to change 
) Her Faith for ous, he will in publick wed her 
(Ow Law allows Plurality of Wives, | 
And he, perhaps, believes you may forget 
The Vow he made to marry none but you 
Leae Ha! fay’ft thou, marry her: by Mecca’s _ 
_ Sacred Shrine, 
Should he but offer fuch a Deed, he dies: 
"Tho but one Soul inform’d the Race of Man, 
And that one Soul were Ins, they ali fhould peifh: 
Nay, could I 1ead it even in his Wifhes, 
But trace a Thought like that, Id tear it out, 
Tho hid in the «oft dark Recefles ot his Heart ! 
zm Far be 1t fiom me to fow the Seeds of 
Difcoid 
I now repent me, I have faid fo much 
The Would 1s apt to talk, and fome will magnify, 
To mountainous Heights, the leaft Appearances : 
He may not be fo pulty as they thik 
At leaft, I hope he is not 
Line Ozmit, to more 
"Tis chy own Honefly which makes thee talk thus. 
"Thole tree from Guile, themfelves with Pain be- 
heve 
The Crimes which others a& but I’m too well 
Acquainted with this'Traytor Husband’s Falfhood, 
And not for his, bue my own fake conceal’d it: 
She 


: 
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She who proclaims he. Wiongs, proclaims her 
Shame , 


And tho the Husband fins, the Wife 1s fcorn’d : 4 


For what 1s Pity but the loweft Scoin? 
“But fee! the Pander to his Crimes; that Eunuch’s 
fight 
To me 1s Hell I leave you to receive him. [ Exit: 
Ozma Haly' Ha! Daaxa with him, Vil obfeive 
[ Retzves, 


Enter Haly and Daiaxa 


Hal. Make no Enquiry, but obey my Orders; 
At the great wellern Gate you'll find him waiting: 
Be fwift, and truft to my Commands for Safety 

Dav. I fhall my Lord, [Exit Daraya 

Hal Now fora 'Tale to footh this jealous Wife, 
And charm the Hurricane into a Calm. 

Well met, my Loid, I thought to have found the 
Princefs [ Seerne Ozmun. 

Hal, She but this moment paft to her Apartment 
Much difcompos’d 

Hal 1 come to bring her Eafe 
The Vifier has confider’d her®Requett ; 

And whate’er Reafons Policy might urge 

To thwart her Will, he bad me fay his Love 

To her outweighs ’em all, her favorite Slave is free, 

And may, as fhe fhall order, be difpos’d 
Oxm ‘Curft Chance! this overruns all I have 

done [ Afde. 

No doubt this kind Compliance will oblige her. 
Hal] Pleafe to inform her of it, an Affair, 

OF no lefs Confeqyence, requires my Piefence 

In another Place 

Ozm J fhall moft willhngly 

Hal 'Tetl her that Jfabella may ths Night 
Depart the Palace, 1f fhe fo thinks proper. 

D2 


20 The Fair GArTive. 


~ Oxm. I thall. 
Hal 'Then pardon Hafte [Ext Haly. 
Ozm Damn’d Turn of Fortune - 
My Hopes are blafted, all my Plots defeated , 
This reconciles Le.e to his Inteiett , 
And yet Daax2 told me, that he lov’d 
The Chriftian Maid with fuch a Height of Paffion, 
He fooner wou'd forgo his Life than her. 
| But then Ambition, anc his Wife’s Refentment : 
Ac, that’s the point ; methinks, I fcorn him now, 
Even more than e’e: I hated: Cou’d pity him, 
Who rather than oftend a Wife, wou’d quit 
A cailing Miftrefs Coward, Coward Vifier (Exit. 


SCENE changes. 


Habella difcuvered at a diftance 
Exter Daraxa and Alphonfo 12 a Turkifh Habit. 


Da 'This1s the Place, and fee where Jfabella, 
{ Penfive, alone retir’d ftom all the Court, 
{Tn yon cool Marble Poitico, each Morn 
. _ Enjoys the pure reffefhing fagiant Aur, 
Blown fiom the Sultan’s Gardens 
Alp Once more Pm blefl, I fee my Labela , 
A foit unafual TiemDling fleals upon me, 
Einds down my taulteing Tongue, and damps 
my Spits, 
My panting Heut beats thick What muft I fay > 
Or how fhall Tappiorch her > So fhe look’a ! 
Juft fo ! and fuch a pleating Pan I telt 
When Lat firft beleld the beawscous Maid— 
Dir Sie moves this way 
Alp She fees us 
D» Tiltetne 
T with this Intervew does not coft thee dear 
[ Afde, ard, sit, 
Tfa. What 
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Ifa What do I fee! Who art thou that prefum’ft 
‘To enter thefe Apartments ? 

Alp. Lovely Fair! 
Fiom diftant Lands, from foreign Climes remote, 
Thro Winds, and Waves, all Horrors of the Deep, 
An amorous Youth, borne on the Wings of Love, 
Is flown to thy Rehef, and offers thee 
\ freedom and Liberty Oh charming Maid ! 
O be propitious, {mile on his Defigns! 
And, pitying, lock upon a bleeding Heart 
That freely yields itfelf a joyful Vidim 
To fuccour thee, and fave thee from the Rage ( 
Of barbarous, impious Men. 

Ifa 1 fhou’d not be 
A Stranger to that Vorce—O all ye Saints ! 
Am I awake, or is it all Delufion? 
"Tis he! "tis he! O Heaven! ’tis my Alphonfos 
"Tis he! the Life, the Soul of Jfabeila 
O take me to thy Arms, and hide my Blufhes; 
Let me be hufh’d within thy fond Embraces, 
And hear the Sound of Mifery no more. 

Alp. O Joy too fierce to bear! O killing Tranf- 

Obey 

Ifa But fay, Alphoafo' tell me quick, my Love, 
How cam’ft thou here ? A fudden Terror 
Invades my Spuits in the midft of Rapture, 
And I even faint with Appiehenfion tor thee: 
Speak by what Means thou here wer’t introduc’d, 
Where Death inevitable guards the Paflage 
From the approach of Stranges, 

Alp Banifh thofe Fears ; 
This Night thou fhalt be free to give a Loofe 
Toall the tender T'raufports of thy Soul - 
A faithful Friend, when allis hufh and filent, 
Will bring thee to thefe Aims, which ake to hold 


thee 
In 
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In the foft Folds of Love, to part no more! 
He will condué us fate, and unobferv’d, 
_ ‘To the Sea-fide. 
~~ SUfa, It cannot be, Alphonfe 

Who 1s the Traitor that has thus abus’d thee? 
Alp I’m not abus’d, ’tis Haly will proted me 
Jfa The Eunuch Haly? Favourite of the Vifier ! 

Oh thou ’rt betray’d, and I am loft for ever ! 

This very Day had I procui’d my Freedom, 

The generous Princefs had obtain’d it for me: 

But this unhappy Chance brings both our Ruins. 
Alp O ftop thofe Words, recall thofe dieadtul 

Sounds , ; 

The World may per:fh, and Confufion reign, 

A Peal of Thunder, pointed at our Heads, 

May ftrike us dead, but nought fhall part us more 
Jfa. The Court alarm’d, already thou’rt dif- 

cover’d! [Aa Alam 

Ob my Alphoufo! What unlucky Star 

Guided thee here > Haaft thou ten thoufand Lives, 

"This very Inftanc, all were forfeited. 


Exuter Achmat, Haly, and Guards. 


( He! Behold the Traytor 

_ Alp "ake back that Name, vile Infidel, 

/ Or I will write it 1 thy treacherous Heat. 
) Ad ChrifLan, yreld thyfelt! 

| Alp Nailians! ftand off | 

Inhu van barbarovs Siaves } 


Ifa Oh he'd, tor Meicy, fpare his Life a Mo- 


meist 
Hal Hurt not theWoman, flop their Mouths : 
away, [They ave forc’d off. 


Ath 


eet 


Cot -/ —— 


The Fair Carrive. 23 


Ach Whence came ths Man, and who were 
his Confederates 
Int he Seragho? *tis all myfterious. 
Hal JY mutt not let him into the Defign, { Afide. 
But form a Tale, tho falfe, yet plaufible : 
He 1s a Chriftian, Zabella’s Lover, 
And hither come from Spaz, that’s his Pretence, 
Yo ranfome her, but a curft black Defign 
Lurk’d underneath: He privately had brib’d 
A Slave of mine, with a large Sum of Gold, 
To bing him into the Seraglio ; 
No doubt, to lie conceal’d againft the Life 
Of our great Mafter 
Ach. How was this known ? 
Hal. "The Eunuch, who condu@ed, has be- 
tray’d him, 
"There are befides fome other Circumftances, 
Which will more perfectly make out his 'T'reafon 


When the Divan fhall fit_ 


Ach, It may be fo, 
But at the prefent ic appears moft flrange, 
That he, a Chriftian, and a Foreigner, 
But lately landed on the Ti: kifh Shore, 
Already fhou’d be link’d in a Confpiracy 
Of this black Dye. 
Hal "Tis indeed furprizing, 
But yet moft trne Our worthy Vifier’s Care, 
Ever moft watchful for the Sultan’s Safety, 
Has trac’d this dark Defign to its Formation: 
To him all honeft-hearted Muffulmea 
Stand highly obhigated Never Man 
So well difcharg’d the mighty 'Truft he bears, 
Nor was fo anxious for the Publitk Good ; 
So wife, fo juft, fo excellent in all, 
So free from every Faring of Humamty, 
We {carce believe him fach ——— vi 
, Pr 
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Ach, Hold, Haly, Hold | 
'T’o liften to him, makes me fhare his Guilt (fae. 
Was'’t Wifdom, unprovok’d, to wage that War 
Againft the unequal Arms of great Lorram ? : 
Or jult, to fhed the nobleft Blood of Ottoman ; J 
A curs’d Libation to ns wild Ambition ? 
The fhameful Peace, his own Defigns once ferv’d; 
He after made, to the Eternal Blot 
Of Tu-kifhb Glory, and the bafe detaimng _ 
~ "That Pay the Fanza,zes had fo dearly earn’d: 
~“ All this is excellent in thy Efleem 
Hal You {peak with Prejudice, nor can I blame 
your Warmth ; 
In that unhappy War you loft a Brother, 
A noble Brother! fo. whom Gicat Mu/fapha, 
Not lefs than you, lamented For the Fanzarzes, 
Oft have I heard him grieve their hard Enduring, 
And wifh he cou’d, from his own private Purfe, 
Relieve their Sufferings, till the Publick Stock, 
Which lately has been drain’d, cou’d do ’em juthice, 
Ach All curt Hypocnfy! all falfe as Hell ! 
Such Infinuations may delude the Crowd, 
But when the Sultan comes, I hope to {ce 
Long banifh’d Truth again exert her Sway 
Hal 'Thou ne’cr fhall fee it, 1f this Brain holds 
firm. [ Afide 
Paffion’s impatient, therefore, Noble Lord! 
J wall not urge you farther, but entreat 
You wou'd not judge ull the Refvlt intorms you: 
The Sultan’s coming will aetermine all 
Ach, Xt fall determine, for, Eunuch, be affured 
Such Accufations will be brought —— 
Hal I mult not ftay 
To hear ’em = "The Vifier’s Honefty 
To me is fo well known, I muft not know, 
Or knowing, mult revenge hus Injunes. —[ ih 
bs 
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Ach. I have been too open; but this Villain’s 
Flattery 
Made me unable to contain myfelf- 
Some Work of Hell, I tear, 1s now in hand, 
Which this unhappy Chriftian is the ‘Tool _ 
'To fafhion our: Yet fure a Time will come, 
When Juftice will again have leave to fpeak. 


__'The Impious, while they reign in Sin fecure, 
*Caufe the Bolt’s flow, believe no angry Power ; 
But, when, at laft th’avenging Stroke 1s given, _ { 

_ They feel, and then they own the Hand of Hea-)_ 


_ ven, [Bx:t, 
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Av Tolle 
Muftapha and Haly. 


Muff 20629 ALY! thy ready Wit has found 
! ; = 

ey KF) the Way 

aes@ly To rafe my drooping Heart: a 
oi Beam of Light, 

Unlook’d for, breaks upon me, yet I doube 

Allis not well, Alternate Hope and Fear 

Diftiaét my very Soul ! ’m all confus’d, 

Loft, ard bewildied in a Maze of Paffions ! 

Hal. The common Workings of a Mind in Love! 
My Lord, if you 1etreat, you’re loft fo1 ever , 
Embrace, Great Muftapha, this kind Occafion, 
And [il enfure my Lite on your Succefs 
But if this Opportunity efcapes jou, 

The amorous Flame that borls within your Veins, 

Will never be extingmfh’d 

Moff OF it mult, 

Or into Afhes foon it will confume me 

On Fabela’s heaving frowy Biealt 

Ir mut be quench’d Heaven! how le: Grek 
become her ! 

With what a Grace fhe mourns her Lofs of Free- 
dom, 

And feems a Turtle ruffled ina Tempel , 

Her fparhling Eyes, o’ercharg’d with heavenly 
Dew, 

Like glittering Stars reflected in a Fountain ; 

With fweerer Luftre charm, and piercing sonal 

flit 
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Hal She’s wondrous fair! fair as the new-born 
Light, 
When Nature deck’d the {miling Infant World ; 
pee see Fruits, and Flowers luyunant 
urm a, 
With opening Sweets, a bright eternal Spring - 
When all look’d gay, when all was Joy and 
Tranfport. 
Much I’m amaz’d you cou’d fo long oppofe 
Almrghty Love, and fuch a Heaven of Beauty, 
Or ftiuggle to repel fo fweet a Paffion 
Muf Thou know’ft that I but very feldom fee 
her, 
Unlefs ’tis in the Prefence of the Piincefs ; 
Whole Ai gus Eyes are not to be deceiv’d: 
Wnder pretence of Love and Care to her, 
She vail’d her fecret Jealoufy ef me, 
_ And kept flrié watch about her loyely Charge 
\ Difcovering I refus’d her ofter’d Ranfom, 
She privately obtain’d the Su/raz’s Oder , 
‘ And I cou’d no Pretence have found to ftay her , 7 
When, by thy means, Alshotfo was fecur’d - 
A lucky Thought it was, thou haft oblig’d me ; | 
And I mutt ftudy Gratitude to thank thee 
Hal Mcft mighty Vifies, all chat Iam 1s yours ; 
Nor longer wifh to live, than Ican ferve you 
Muf. Yes, I believe thee zealous for my Service 5 
Or with this Secret dare not I entruft thee, 
On which my Intereft, nay, my Life depends. 
Hal Puifue but my Advice, your Work is done: 
The Court fets out this Day to meet the Su/tan , 
And you, with eafe, under Pretext of Bufinefs, 
Might flay behind , who fhould fufpec& your Aim ? 
Muf The Princefs will. O! fhe has piercing 
Eyes ; 
All muft be a open, plain, and fait , 


It fhe but takes the Shadow of 4 Feint, 
E 2 And 
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And takes th’Alarm, fhe furely overthrows us 

Hal Your quick Complyance with the Suran’s 
Grant 

For Jfabella’s Fieedom, has by this 

Lull’d her :mpatient Jealoufies to Ref ; 

Belides, the Fanzarzes loud Complaints, 

(| And Achmat’s Difcontent, will furmsh out 

A plaufible Pretence You cannot well 

Leave Conftantinople thus confus’d and murmuring. 
Muf *Tis well advis’d—but ha! fee, Haly, fee, 

Is not chat Sfabe'a? 
Hal She moves this way 
Mf 1 knew her by the eager beating of my 

Heart, 

E’er yet Ifaw her Face Be gone. 

Hel I fy, my Lord [Exzt Haly. 


Exte Tabella. 


Ifa Pity, my Lord, poor Jfabella’s Fate, 

M:ck’d with a Show of Joy to grow more 
wretched 

But pity, pity more, Alp] cafo’s Error ; 

He was abus’d with falte Intelligence 

Forgive the Rafhncfs of impatient Youth, 

"J ke hafty Salles of tranfpoiting Paffion : 

Turn, gentle Lord, in mid Compaffion to him. 

Oh Ict tiiefe Tears, this never-cealing Flood 

OFf Sorrow melt you into Mercy for him - 

Faxcefsat Love has been his only Favle 

Can yeu be ignorant of the Power of Love ? 

M.f Hew moving foft 1s Beauty in Diftrefs ? 
Woo wou’d not beat all the Fatigues of State, 
For this one Satistaénon, to behold 9 
S) tur a Creature bending fupphant to him ? 1 
On beundiefs Joys of Greatnefs—Charming Maid! 
Beauty, like thine,would footh the feiceft’T Be 

ut 
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But mine’s too apt to take a foft Impreffion : 
There’s nothing thou couldit ask, I wou'd refufe ; 
I have theWill, but not the Power to ferve thee 
Alphonfo’s Fate, the Sultan mult command ; 
At his Return thou muft addrefs to him 
Ifa The Sultan’s {tern ; he’s awful and fevere ; 
A Stranger to the foft and gentle Paffions : 
He has forgot to pity youthful Frailry. 
I’m timorous, weak, dejected, and forlorn, 
Unpra&is’d in the Courtier’s winning Art, 
The Force and Heats of melting Eloquence. 
Oh then efpoufe my Caufe, and plead it to him! 
The Caufe of injur’d Love and Innocence , 
Th’ Important Caufe, the Caufe of my Alphonfo ! 
And may ten thoufand Bleffings light upon you ; 
Each prattling Babe fhall learn to lifp your Praife, 
And every Maid and faithful Lover blefs you. 
Muf A thrilling Joy runs {porting through my 
Veins, 
Whene’er thou talk’{t—IIl undertake thy Caufe, 
O lovely Maid! Noi cou’d I plead 11 vain, 
Wert thou but kind—Death to my Hopes! the 
Princefs ! 
Wow all the Statefman’s Subtilty affifl me 


Enter Jrene. 


Theae Ha, my dear Lord! *tis kind and ge- 
nerous 1n you, 

To fuccour thus th. Affhed and Diftrett , 
{ hope Alphoufo may deferve your Pardon 

Muf. ’Tis not in my power to give him one, 
You know oui holy Laws determine Death, 
Vue leaft Aconement for a Crime like his 

Ifa Some due malignant Planet rul’d my Birth, 
And pour’d its baneful Influence on my Head 


‘Teach me to mourn, ye melancholy Turtles ! 
Teach 
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Teach me to figh, ye ever murmuring Winds! 
Teach me to weep, ye foft o’erflowing Streams ! 
For I, of all my Sex, am doom’d to drink 
Large bitter Draughts of everlafting Woe. 
Muf What can be done to comfort thee, I will: 
OF this be fatisfy’d, he fhall not die 
Before the Sultaa comes. 
Ifa Immortal Bleflings crown you! 
Switt let me fly to greet him with the News 
[ Exit Ifabella. 
Muf Now I may hope your Jealoufies are o’er ; 
I fhall no more behold that lovely Brow 
Clouded with Frowns ; nor hear that heavenly 
Voice 
Untun’d with Rage and difcontented Accents 
Say, Shall all now be Love and Joy between us? 
Tene O the Diffembler! But Pll match his 
Artifice [ Afide. 
Yes, when Alphoafo has obtain’d his Pardon, 
And he and Jfabella are fet free, 
Then I fhail think thou mean’ft to do me Right. 


Enter Haly. 


Hel My Lord, the Great Divan is now af 
fembling, 
And eapec& jour Prefence 
Muf Say, I attend them, [ Exit Hal 
They meet for the Examination of Alphuafo 
I fear he will be found too guilty, but whate’er 
Becomes of him, foon as his Doom 1s paft, 
His Jfabelia is at your Difpofal. 
eae Now thou art kind indeed, my Muftapha! 
And all Returns aie poor that I can make thee 
[Exit Muftapha. 
I know not how tinterpret this Compliance : : 
The 


a) 
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The 'Turn’s too fudden to admit Defign, 

And yet I cannot think it real: however, 

Vil vail the yuft Sufpicions of my Soul, 

Tul I difclofe the utmoft of his Drift ; 

Then, if I find thou haft deceiv’d me, Mzftapha, 

Thy Head fhall anfwer for thy Heart’s ane 
Exit. 


SCENE draws to a large Hall. Achmat,Ozmin 


Ach. Well, Ozmin, can the World match two 
fuch Monfters 
As Muflaph:. and Haly? 
Ozm No, Heaven forbid 
That the whole Race of Human Kind fhou’d 
match them : 
But ’twas a moft unfeafonable Rathnefs, 
Jul at the Crifis of our great Defign, 
To lay your Soul fo open and unguarded : 
Who courts Revenge, muft warily behave, 
Or ne’er enjoy the Goddefs of his Hopes ; 
She loves the clofe, but hates the talking Wooer. 
Ach. That Sycophant had put me paft all Pa- 
tienice, 
Urg’d me beyond the bearing of a Man 
Bred up to Arms, I have not Jearn’d the Art 
To fawn, to flatter, and conceal my ‘Thoughts, 
Sweat to preferse, what I wou’d feek to ruin, 
And wear a Face of Friendfhip to deftroy. 
But all goes wrong, the Princefstoo, I hear, 
Is reconcil’d to her deceiving Husband 
Oxzm His feeming Grant in part appeas’d het 
Rage ; 
But then ihe Storm returns with double Force, 
When fhe perceives, as foon fhe will, the Cheat : 


But the Bafhaws appear! Let us ftand firm r 
0 
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'T'o oppofe the Vifier in Alplonfo’s Death, 
For that I know he aims at, that he may 
Unrival’d, and fecure, poffefs his Miftrefs. 


Enter feveral Bafbaws as to Council; .they take thew 
Places, Ozmm aad Achmat fit, a Chai left for 
the Vifter at the upper End. 


\ Ozm. My Lords, the Vifier fummons us to- 
: gether, 
'T’ attend the Examination of a Chriftian 
_ Surpriz’d in the Seragho: but fee, he comes ! 


Enter Vifier and Haly as ti Conference, Guards 


? Muft. Let that curs’d Eunuch: be empal’d alive, _ 
&.< Who brought the Chriftian into the Seraglio ; | 
 — C Cut out hisTongue, fhou’d he prefume to mutter, » 
[The Vifier takes hrs Place 
Bring forth the Chriftian, for ’tis highly needful, 
Before he fuffer Death, he be examin’d ; 
Death 1s indeed too mild a Punifhment. 
Ozm Are you acquainted with his Crime, my 
Lord @ 
Muff His Crime is plam: Was he not found 
Vth’ Palace ? 
_ And that, without more Evidence, condemns him. 

( Ach Yet if a Stranger to our Laws and Cuftoms, _ 
{ ‘He ventur'd thither, only ledby Love, 
The Offence is not fo great, but might be pardon’d. 

Ozm Mercy’s the nobleft Attribute of Power , 
Tis greater to forgive, than punifh Wrongs. 
\ Nor came he hither bafely to betray 
‘ Our Wives or Daughters, but to feek his own, 
( Bhs long contracted Bride, unjuftly held ! 
Myf, Unjultly ? Ozmin! 


Oum 
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Ozm. Miftake me not, I meant not fo, 
But {peak his Senfe, for fo it feem’d to fim, 
Hei Friends fo often offering to redeem her, 
Yet ftill deny’d that Privilege 

Mzft Can any heie believe 
So imminent a Danger was incurr’d, 
Only to fee a Miftrefs e> When youthful Blood, 
And wild Defires, enflame us for Poffeffion, 
We {wear, indeed, Lite were too poor a Forfeit 
For Love and Beauty, but who believes our Oaths? 
"The very fhe they’re made to, knows ’em falfe, 
And while fhe yields, diffembles in her Turn, 
Feigning a Contidence her Soul denies 

Ach, You're wondrous gay ! but I mutt tell you, 

Vifier, 

Tt ll becomes your Lordfhip’s Charaéter, 
To {port with the Misfortunes you wou'd doom 
As criminal 

Muft I can be fertous, Aga! 
As thofe fhall find who contradict my Will. 
C Ach Where Will is lawlefs, none but Slaves 

ODE Via: n | 
Oxzm. No moie, my Lords, thefe moft untimely 





ars; 
The Chrifian comes! let Juftice hold the Balance. 


Enter Alphonf{o guarded and chata’d. 


Muft He bears a lofty Mein! by Mahomet, 
Tellus, vile Chniftian, from what curft Impulfe 
/ Haft thou attempted this infernal Treafon, 
< What impious Motive, fir’d thee to offend 
| 'The Sultan, Heaven’s high Sacred Delegate, 
. The mighty Lord, and Mafter of the World? 
Alp, Were hé indeed the greateft Power on 


Earth, 
F Or 


C 
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Or quite as mighty as you pleafe to file him, 

I wou’d redeem my inyur’d Jfabella, 

And with uncommon Vengeance wreft her from 
him. 

Muft 'Thou’rt infolent and defperate. —Ifabella 
Was made his Captive by the Charice of War, 
She is his Slave, and thou, and all Mankind. 

Alp In vain you wou'd make free-born Souls 

~ your Slaves, 


You’ve chain’d this Body, but my Mind is free, — 
Your boafted Pow’r does not extend fo far, 
As to make that your Slave: King of myfelf, 
I’m great, and free, as your proud Emperor. 
I fcorn to be unyuft, mean, or difhoneft, 
'To gain your Favour, or avoid your Tortures ; 
Nor fhali they make me fawn, or ask a Pardon 
For Crimes that I abhor, nor have committed. 
Muft. Proud Chniftian! 1s’ no Crime, in thy 
Religion, 
To enter siatetye an Emperor’s Palace, 
Arm’d asa Traytor, as a vile Affaffin > 
Alp Learn to be honeft, and throw off the 
Statefman, 
You over-aét the Hypocrite , thou know’f, 
It from thy Soul thou durft confefs the Truth, 
J neither ama Traytor nor Affaffin ! 
~ Him who betray’d me there, that trzacherous 
Eunuch, 
Deferves thofe Titles , I difdain their Meaning 
Ozm, Haly 2 
Alp Yes, Haly; fora Bribe I {corn to mention, 
Firlt gave me Entrance into the Seraglio ; 
And then, for Ends beft known to his vile Heart, 
Betray’dme 
Ozm Molt bafe! 
Ach, Monttrous ! 





Ha’. 


—. 
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Hal. My Lords, if ever-——— 
Muff No more 
This 1s the Coinage of defpairing Villany , 
Finding no Means whereby t’acquit thyfelf, 
Wou’d drag the Innocent to Perdition with thee. 
Hal Yet give me leave, moft mighty Vifier ! 
My honeft Soul even fhudders at the Thought : 
a I thus long preferv’d my Loyalty 
) Untainted by th’infectious Blafts of FaGion, 
‘) To hear myfelf at laft impeach’d and tax’d 
Before this great Aflembly, O holy Prophet ! 
As an Accomplice in a Traytor’s Guilt ? 
But, tll his Seizure, if I ever faw 
This peryur'd Chriftian, may jyuft Heaven look 
down, 
And rain in Storms its heavy’ft Vengeance on me. 
Alp ae anfwer thee, vile Slave! wou’d be to 
all 
To an Indignity below my Chains ; 
\ The Few who brought me to thee knows thy 
| Crimes, 
4 And may in time appear to thy Confufion. 
| Ozm Ab Whar Sew ? 
'  Muft Some new Invention ! we'll hear no mote ! 
__Gwehim the Rack, till he 1ecants lis Treafons 
Alp Your Racks and impious 'Tortures I defpife, 
No1 can I die but once, no matter how - ; 
And better once, than evei live in Mifery - 
What can your Malice more? I’m proof again 
Even Death itfelf: Perhaps, too, I can beat 
More Pain than you'll inflict 
Muft Prefampruous Wretch! 
Stung with Remorfe, and urg’d by wild Defpair, 
Thou talk’{t in fuch a daring Tone—but know 
Thete is a wide eflential Difference 


Betwiat the flighting Death, and bravely dying 
ne One 
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One 1s Fool-hardinefs, the other Courage. 
You wifh to die, becaufe afham’d to live 
Some Reafons thou may’ft have to hate thy Life, 
Tho none to covec Death, but in thy Fancy, 
What thou think’ft brave, 15 ftupid Rafhnefs only. 
Alp Let Slaves to Fear fhrink at the King of 
"Terrors, 
And guilty Cowards look aghaft and tremble, 
I am no Criminal, no confcious Shame 
Of fecret Injures confound my Soul, 
And make my Life feem burdenfome or odious 
I could fuftain "Toul, Poverty, or Scorn, 
Hunge1 and Cold, and all the Ills of Life, 
So much abhoir’d, ond fhan’d by Human Kine, 
Biel 1 my Love, fecure of Jfabelia , 
But if I muft lofe her, I with to die 
Muff Give him his With fpeak, Lords, 1s 1t 
not juft > 
Giie me your Voices, or fiom this time forward 
Let none prcfume to mutter 
Alt Bufoaws He ought to die 
Ozm to Ab *Tis vain to oppofe when Num- 
. bers are againf{t us 
| Muft I thank you all Go lead him to the 
Dungeon, 
\ Set a ftrong Guard, but eafe him of his Chains; 
"That Vil permit tor Jfabella’s fake, 
And Ict the Mutes attend for turther Orders 
[ Exeuut all but Muftapha aud Haly. 
Hal A 'Task well over How mean you to 
proceed * 
Muft Juit as my Fortune points, to Joys 1m- 
mortal ! 
"To Extafies, beyond the 1each of Senfe ! 
"Fo Euts, without a Name, in Jfabella’s Arms ! 
Al lonfo, in feeming Mercy, 171] reprieve, 
And 
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And make a Merit of my Pity for him, 
Enfnare her with the {pecious Show of Friendfhip 5 
"Then, when her gentle Soul 1s melted down 
With tender Gratitude, Pil feize the Charmer, 
And pnt Love’s Image on the yielding Softnefs . 
ot). Hal Moft excellent! thisis to be a Man! 
der Not pine for Joys which are within your Reach 
But I had almoft forgot - the Eunuch Slave 
Who brought the Chriftian into the Seraglio, 
Before he fuffers Death, entreats your Ear , 
He has, he fays, a Secret to deliver 
Which will concern you nearly. 
Mut. Admit him 
If’t be Complaints, we can difpatch him eafily. 
(Mutes go out, and return with Daraxa. 
Hal Fearlefs he feems of Death, but yet per- 


plex’d, 
Asifa greater Lofs than Life difturb’d him, 
All his Deportment 1s above his Station, 
And ftrikes my Soul with an unufual Wonder ; 
Mark what becoming Pride fits on his Brow , 
Methinks I read ftrange Meanings in his Eyes. 
Muft J fhou’d trace fomething there I’m well 
acquainted with , 
But what I know not-———fpeak thy Bufinefs. 
Da. Not to beg Life, for that 1 know were 
vain 
For his Security I ought to die, [porting to Haly. 
As “twas for yours 1 only wifh’d to live 
But tho this Garb has lid me from the World, 
And fhrowded the Difhonours of my Life ; 
In Death I wou’d not be conceal’d from thee, 
Nor can my ever-faithful Soul forfake 
Its dwelling here, unwarmmng thee of Foes, 
Of bloody Foes, that feek thy Ruin, Muflapha! 
Muft Lam amaz’d! what mean’ft thou ° 
Dav. 
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Da Firft, Pit be juft, 
And pumfh the Betrayer of my Honour , 
This fond, this foolifh Heart that has undone me, 
[Stabs herfelf. 
Bleed, bleed Seducer' Exprate thy Ottence , 
Such Tears as thefe can only wafh my Shame 
away, 
And ene me Courage to appear Daraxa ! 
Muft Daraxa! O why haft thou done this Deed? 
Dar What could I lefs have done ®> Wretch that 
Iam! 

} My Fame, my Glory, and my Peace ot Mind, 

[ Thou, Mufapba ' long fince, haft bafely murder’d : 
And what has Life to boaft when they are gone 
Like fome poo: difcontented Ghofl I’ve watch’d, — seta 

~ With bleeding Heart, and aking Eyes, thy Steps, 
~ Seen all the Labyrinths of thy mazy Paffions, = 
And vow wou’d caution thee to fhun thy Fate , 
For on! thou ftand’ft as on a Precipice, 
Whence the Ieaft Pufh may hurl thee to Defliuc- 
tion 
Muff Wnom fhould I fear ? 
Da Can’{t theu ask that, and know 
How many thoufand Cuifes are upon thee ? 
My Strength begins to fail, and Life’s faft Stream 
Js almoft ebb’d + Beware a jealous Wite ! 
And the falfe Friendfhip of defigning Ozma ! 
Admat, vevcngetul for his Brothe.’s Death, 
Is thufly for thy Blood—Here in thy Breatt, 
O too much lov’d, and too ungiateful Man, 
Here, where my Shame began, here let it end, 
Farev ell—tarcwell for ever! oh!|—— { Dies. 
Ha! She’s gone ! 
Rouze, 1ouze, my Lord, and quit this Scene of 
Horror 


Mf 
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Mut. When I reflect how once I fov’d this Maid, 
.. ) How much I doated on her every Charm, 
we” / And wifh’d no Paradife but in her Arms ; 
I feema Montter even to myfelf _ 
What a ftrange Creature’s Man? through what 
various Paths 
Does fickle Fancy ead our vain Defires ? 
Reftlefs and fill unfatisfied we roam, 
For peifect Happinefs was never found - 
) One With obtain’d, another fill fucceeds, 
And Hopes and Fears, in an alternate Round, 
Weary out Life, and mock our beft Refolves 
Hal My noble Lord! be not thus foft in Thought. 
Muft The Sight has fhock’d me, wou’d fhe 
had dy’d in private 
Hal. The Calls of Bufinefs fummon you away , 
Improve the Hint fhe has fo timely given, 
Ozmiu and Achmat— 
Mut Something mutt be done, 
Eternal Hurries wait upon the Great. 
Dangers without, Horrors within perplex him. 





In vain o’er Slaves we boaft an envy’d Sway, ‘ 
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SCENE, a Prifon. 


Alphonfo with a Book in his Hand. 
RISER ’M fatisfy"d— this Doétrine truly charms 


i _me. 
penaet Awake, my Soul! fhake of thy earthly 
Habits ! 
New plume thy Wings, and turn thy longing Eyes 
To the bright Regions of Eternal Day ! 
How dangerous were it to our future State, 
Shou’d thefe fra:l Joys be lafting and unmiy’d, 
That charm our Souls with empty fond Delights, 
And chain our groveling Senfes down to Earth ? 
No Tempeft-beaten weary Traveller, 
Benighted, wildei’d, void of Hope and Comfort, 
With greater Joy compleats hs purpos’d Journey, 
Than I embrace my Death, and quit the World : 
Oh ! were my Jfabella but fecue, 
I fhou’d not have one Wifh t> linger here 
Burt, ha! the lovely farchtul Maid appears , 
Like Night’s biight Queen the gilds the Vale of 
. Horror, 

And lightens all the wide Expanfe around. 

Enter 
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Ente: Uabella. 


Thou tender bloo ning beautious Innocence ! 
Peace of my Soul! thou Charmer of my Cares, 
What Words thall I tnd {ott enough t’exprefs 
Thy wondrous Love, and my redundant Fondnels 
De fpite of all my Gricfs, even now this In= 
ant, 
Wihus in my Arms— I clafp this precious Trea- 
ure. 

T would not change Conditions with the Sudtaz. 
Ifa Why, has the great Difpenfer fingled us 
From the whole Mortal Race to be compleatly 

wretched? 

Alp. O murmur not, my Love, at Providence! 
Heaven 1s too wife and good to punifh us 

~ Without a Canfe, nor let us rafhly dare 
To cenfure what we cannot comprehend, 
Thefe lowring Clouds juft teeming with Deftra- 
Cuon, 
That hover ore our Head may be difpertt, 
The threatuingStorm may burlt at Diftance from us, 
And \cave the Shy bright and fercae again. 

Ifa. Alas, Alphonfo’ nothing now can fave us! 
Not the leaft glimmering Dawn of doubtful Hope 
Breaks out to light us thro’ this difmal Maze, 
’Tis dak! “ts frightful all! and comfortlefs ! 
Thy Cafe has becn related to the Mujzy, 

And in therr Piophet’s Name, he votes thy Death 





Alp Curfe on their Prophet, and his bloody Laws; 








From Brutes, ’tis ;dle to expect Humaniry, 
Their Br are harder than the Scythian Rocks, | 
On which their fierce Progenitois were nuis d, 
fa Mult we then Part Alphoufo, part for ever! 
Oh, tis a dueful kuiling Thonght! for ever, 
G How 
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How can it be? fhall Death have Power to fever, 
D.side om Souts, blended m Loveand Fondnefs? 
Alp. This ravith’d Heart, with Joys unfelr be- 
tore, 
Beats to the heavenly Mufick of thy Voice, 
As at Noon-Day, the Sun burnt labouring Swain, 
His glowing Breaft f{corch’d with immoderate 
Eicat, 
Pants for the cool refrefhing limpid Stream, 
So pants my Soul forthee, for Love and Vertue! 
Thus fix’d, I could for ever gaze upon thee 
With fond Defire, wath ardenc Breathings charm’d 
To Exftacy unutterable! Loft 
Jn a {weet o’erflowing Tide of Tran{port 
Jia Thy Words Alphonfo, melt my Soul away. 
Why doft thou turn me all again to Softnefs 2 
In pleafing Dicams, why thould our Thoughts 
be full’d, 
While Death each Moment gather Ground up- 
On us « 
Since we muft dic let us die as Lovers fhould, 
And while ’tisin ou Power, as it becomes us. 
Alp What dott thou mean? 
dfa Cantlthon not guefs, Alphonfo 
Alp Make me no Stranget to thy neareft 
Thoughts, 
Oh, tcll me all thy Sou! ! 
Ifa. My Heart’s too full —— (twas away her 
Head weeping ) 
Alp Thy throbbing Brealt {wells with fome 
cieadtul Thought, 
Thar thuggles hard, and ftrrves to find a Vent. 
Oh! fpcah my gentle Love. 


seeles wort €- — Ma. Vve brought this Dagger ——— 
4 eis a Oa hold thee there! I would not hear a 
ee ei Ark or 


From 
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Hromithy foft Lips of Blood, of Blood and Mur- 
et 


Iknow what ‘tis thou meaneft, this glittering Steel 

Points to the fatal Deed. It muft nor be 

Nature afrigh.ed, {tartle and denies 

Aloud, this hafty, Heathen Libeity. 

Think! Are thou not a Chriftian, Jabella ? 

~ Ufa, Yet it muft be Alas! what th.nk’ft thou can 

Become of me, when thou art gone Alphonfo 2 — 
Alp O, thou haft raifed aStorm within my 

Breatt. ‘ 

Ten thoufand Teriors and tormenting Thoughts 

Rage in my Soul, all Anxious for thy Safety. 

So the Numidian Lyon in his Den 

Lics calmly flumbring, but on a fudden wak’d 

Starts terrible, and fhakes his awful Main. 

Majeflick, ftalks, collecting allhis Fiercenefs, 

Then dreadful Roars, the Hills and Vales rcjoin‘d, 

The Woods affrighted, wave their gloomy Heads, 

And the wide Foreft all around him trembles; 

Thefe Wietches all are barbarous, bafe and faith- 

lefs : 

I fear the Vifer moft——— he can’t be honelt. 

Ifa. Alas! thou know’ft him not ; to him alone 
Thou owt thy Life till now, at my Requeft, 
And evn this Hour he labours for thy Satety. 

Alp. He 1s a cunning Monfter, Wabella! 

At thy Requeft? I charge thee have a Care, 

Ele may, perhaps, enfnare thy thoughtlefs Ver- 
tue 

Say, has he never offer’d thee his Love? 

Ifa Never, by Heaven, I fwear, or if he had 
And made the leaft Impreffion on my Heart, 
Thus Vdhave torn the Traytor from my Breal 
And dafh’d it in his Face. 

Alp. O virtuous Mes 

2 
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Full well [know nought, can coirupt thy Love, 
Not that of Argels burns more bright and pure, 
But yet I feat 
fa Gieme thy Fears, Alphonfo, 
If that alone was all we had to feai—~ 
Alp. OQ, be not too fecure, ten thoufand Deaths 


Are nat fo teitible as this one Thoughe, 





> Atracksme more than allthe bloody Tortures 
‘ __ Thefecurfed Jefdels can heap upon me, 


Let them impale me, tear me Limb trom Limb; 
Flay me alive, cut me to finalleft Atoms, 
Grind me to Duft, and featter me in Ar, 

Do all that Man, or Devils, can invent, 

Vd frecly bear 1t to preferve thy Virtue. 

Be on thy Guard, on Peril of thy Life; 

I {corn to ranfom mine at Pisce of thee. 

Ifa Is this che Recompence, the hind Requital 
Or all my tender Love? Unyuft Alphonfo ! | 
Indeed, I never did deferve Sufpicion —— 

Why chils ray Blood? my very Eyes grow dim, 
Cold Damps o’erfpread me, Death muft give me 
Bale. (farms. ) 

Alp. What have I faid ?—~ Forgive me J/abella! 
Confufion tomy Thoughts! She faints! fhe dies ! 
Look up fair Creature! fofteft Innocence ! 

Be reconcil’d! Alas, fhe hears me not! 

Curfe on my Rafhnefs! Ha! the fcatter’d Crimfon} 

The fading Colour fluthes o’er her Cheeks, 

Again fhe lives, and all her Beauties brighten. 

Solooks the Morn, fo mild, fo fweet, fo lovely, 

When in the fmiling Eaft, the new-born Day 

Reviving, paimts the Sky, and glads the World 
Ifa Unkand Alphonfo! why wouldit thou recal 

me, 
Jaft finking down into the fofteft flumber. 
Vidit thou not chide me, and diftruft my ie 
Alp. 
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‘Alp. I was to blame: But pardon my wild Pat 


{ion , 
Thou hat difpell’d my Fears, huth'd every 
Thought, 
My Brea{t1s calm, calm as the tranquy! Ocean, 
When on the unruffled Surface Halcionsbreed, 
Come tomy Arms, thou Miracle of Geodnefs. 

Ifa Alas! thy manly Eyes even {wim in Tears, 

Thy Bofom heaves and {wells with fimother’d 
Fondnefs, 

If thy firm Soul at length be foftned thus ; 

O, think, Alphonfo, think what I endure. 

Alp. Forgive a Weaknefs ne’er indulg’d before 
This buny Flood has cut it’s aking paffage, 
Not Streams of Blood woud flow with half shis 

Pain. 


Ente Ozmin. 


Ozm. Chriftran! I come to bring the joyful 
Tidings, 
The Princefs has obtain’d thee a Reprieve, 
Nor doubts but to prevail to fave thy Life. 
Ifa. O, generous Lady! how thall | exprefs. 
My overflowing Joy > O, give me Way, 
And let me fly to thank her 
Alp Iabella, once 1 charge, be careful of the 
V ifter. ( exit Hadei'a. 
Ozm. Chriftian ! I heartily congratulate 
Thy Hopes of Safety. 
Alp. Thou fpeak’{t me far ; 
But fo did that bafe Wretch, who firft betray’d 
me. 
Ozm. Tam thy Friend, and come to offer thee 
The Means of Liberty. ‘Dareft thou accept em ? 
Alp. 1 dare do any thing that’s honeft aud be- 
comes The 
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. The Chara&er of Man, as Man fhould be. 
~ Qzm. Know then, thy promis’d Pardon from 
the Sultan 
Requires long time, e’1e it can be effected ; 
Belides, I fear the Vifer wall impede - 
All Inteiceffions chat his Wife may make , 
Therefore woud have thee fnatch the prefent Mo- 
ment, 
Which offers fair, thro’ me, for thy Deliverance. 
_ Alp And leave my Jfabella? 
Ozm She too 3s free. 
Follow bue my Advice, you both are happy. 
‘ Alp The Voice of Angels warble in that Sound, 
What muft I do, to purchafe fuch a Blefling 
Ozm. Difpatch the Hifer. 
Alp Ha: 
( Oxm, Nay, ftart not at a Deed 
/ Applauding Heaven will {mile on, Earth approve, 
) And only Friends regret. His Crimes are grown 
Too monftrous for this World. | 
Alp. Say, if they are, 
Ought I tobe his Executioner ? 
\  Ozm. Yes, when Neceffity compels like yours 
) °Tis Bigotry of Honour to refute : 
But let me beg thee to withdraw a Moment, 
I fce a Fiend approaching, anc our Bufinefs 
Requ res Difpatch, and Ctofet Privacy, 
Soon I'll abfolve at! Scruples thon canft make (exit 
Alp. 
Enter Achmat, i 


Well Achmat fay, how ftand the famazaries ? 
Ach Fim as our Hearts can wih, all ripe for 
Mifchicf 
Ihave follow’d thy Advice, inftl?'d thofe fea- 
loufies 
Tnto 
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Thto their fa@ious Heads, as have quite turn’d 
Their weaker Intelle&, told trighttul Stories 
Ot horrd Inovations in the State , 
This Aduftapha’s unbounded Power and Greatnefs, 
Told ‘em that the Defigns to fet afide 
The Race of Ostoman, repeal the Laws, 
Transfer the Sceptre to a {purious Hand, 
Or fill the Throne himfelf. 
Oxum, Aye, aye, ‘Tales like thefe, 

Ne’re fail to fire the Crowd. 

Ach, {0 zealoufly they’re bent, 
They vow to fhed the laft dear Drop of Blood 
That ebbs within their Veins to guard rhe Sultan 
And make the fer lay afide the Mask, 
And won himfelf at once. All long again 
To bend the Bow, and fhake the glitcering Spear, 
To prove the Vigour of a Turk) Arm 
In foreign Fields of Blood, and bravely there 
Wath ont the Stains of an inglorious Pcace, 
Contriv’d by this damned Vifer, whom they load 

Wich thonfand Curfes. 

Ozm. For my own Suecefs 

Upon this Chiiftian here, I cannot boaft 

As yet, but will purfue it farther, Ha! 

Ruftow! what makes he here? 


en ee 


Enter Haly Guards. 


Hal Difarm ’em both. 

Ach What means the Villain? 

Ozm Stand off, ye Slaves. 

Hal. Vain 1s Refiftance , the Vifer is inform’s 
You held Intelligence with this Chuftian here, 
For which he holds it needful to confine ou, 
Till you can clear your felves before the sultan 


Ozm. Audacious Villain! 
Ach, 
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Ach Matchiefs impudence. 
By whom are we accus’d, 

Hal Yoo foon you wiil be told, 
This Vifit here in Part confirms your Guilt. 

Ach Tell the proud Vifer 

Ozm. Have Patience noble Achmat, 

Ach, & Time will come ~—— 

Hal To punifh Crimes like yours, away 
Now haughty Luids your Fate depends on me. 

(Exeunt Guards another Way, 


SCENE the Palace, Irene and 
Vfabella, 


LeaeQyEar Latella! give a Truce to Grief, 
Raife thy fad Eyes, and chear thy 
drooping Soul, 
Alphonjo’s fafe, all fhall be well again, 
This sure Storm, this dilmal theatning Tem- 
pelt, 
When “tis blown over, and its Rage is {pent 
Shall only moie endear you future Joys, 
Za Uluftitous Princefs! all your Benefits 
Are deeply rooted in my grateful Heart, 
Nor will Lever ccafe to addrefs your Goodrefs, 
Leae, Then i Return, Pve one Requeft to 
make, 
| That thou, with me wilt leave Coaftantmople, 
* And beat me Company to meet the Su/tan 
The Journey wil divert and comfort thee 
Ifa Diverfion, Madam, would i! fare my State 
Deprcfs'd, and broken with Excefs of Sorrows, 
Thiok with your {lt wou'd you defite Diver- 
1101), Court 





The Fxin CarrTiveE. 49 


Court.Garety and Marth, where you as Iam. 
Lrene, Come, come, no more ! away with thefe 
fad Thoughts, 
{ muft not now excufe you, “tis not proper 
fa. Heavens! what can fhe mean ? Not pro- 
per Madam ? 
Had you a dying Lover to upbiaid you, 
A poo. unhappy Wretch that forfeited 
His Life, thro’ ardent Tendernels for you, 
Con’d you be fo unjuft to leave him thus ? 
I wou'd not difoblige you for my Life, 
But I can die; e’cr go from my Alphoufo, 
Jrene, Alas, poor Maid! I cannot mge her 
mote. ( afide. 
But mu affure my felf fome other Way 
Thou art a tender loving Conftant Creature. 
The Vifer comes! enjoy thy Choice, but leave 
me, | Exit Wabella and 
enter Muli. aad Haly. 
My Lord, I heard juft now furprifing News, 
{hope nor true. 
Muf. "Twas artfully eontriv’d, but hufh, no 
more. (to Haly. 
What was it, Madam? 
Irene; That, tho’ the Court fets out 
This Day to meet the Sultan, you defign 
To tay behind us here in the Seragho. 


~— 
( 


Muf Mott urgent Bufinefs does detain me here, _ 


I cannot go. 
Lene, Youwill not Muflapha! — 
Tis as I thought, bafe and Perfidious Man, 
I know thy Wiles, the Drift of all thy cunning, 
Thy faithlefs Heart lyes naked to my View, 
That wretched Maid! that poor unhappy Chri- 
{lian 


When I am gone, muft be the Sacrifice 
H To 


oe : 
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To thy hot Paffion, thy adulterous Flame: 

But dearly fhalt thou pay for all my Wrongs: 
Muf. As I expeGted — Stullat your Jealoufics 2 

This 1s too fierce a Proof of Love, Irene! 


s° ) Little Diftrufts give Edge to the Delight ; 


But yours are too unreafonable and wild. 
ene, Nay then’tis Time to banih all Deceit, 
Throw off Diflembling, and appear my felf. 
Know that, not thou, nor all thy perjur’d Sex, 
E’er warm’d fiewe with one tender With 
Cou'd I have lov’d, my former Loid, had all 
That Women doat on, or that Man cou’d boaft, 
L never priz’d, but now difdain and hate thee, 
Miftaken Wretch ! that Vow my Pride extorted, 
Thou yy thought’it was owing to my Fond- 
nefs, 
But my Revenge fhall prove, I {coin that Paffion 
Which thou fo infolently haft depended on. 
Mnf. Excellent Wife But] muft turn this Tor- 
rent, ( afide 
Left in its Courfe it overwhelms my Hopes: 
If, Madam, founworthy of your Love, 
Why did you grace me with the Name of Huf= 
band ° 
Or fince fo titled, what have I e’er done 
‘That fhould deferve this Ufage ° 
Lene, The worlt of Crimes, 
Ai) meaner Injuries I cou’d forgive, 
But I difdain the Man whom I have bic & 
Shou’d think another worthy his Defires 
Muf By Heaven Ido not, thou art all to me7 
That thy whole Sex can give, but now! find 
Tam not foto thee Unjaft L exe! 
Lene, What but fome bale defign, fuch as I’ve 
bam’d 
Cou'd fo.m a Canfe to keep thee here behind Hr 
Mul, 
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Muf. O, rath Suggeftion of impatient Jealonfy 
Which from moft diftant Caufes can affign 
Reafons to work upon, and raife Sufp:cion, 

I have no Le:fure Hours to throw away 
‘On Love Affairs, 1f I were fo inclin’d; 
The State engrofles all my Nights and Days 
And wears me out in Watches for its Safety. 
__ The Fanzaizes now, which I had told before, 
ie but ee Paffion i the peed Reafon, 
re highly difcontent, and threaten Mutiny ; 
iT add to Th is, fome Spah’s are arrived, 
From a confederate Prince, which bring us Word 
That ftrange Defigns are form’d againft the Su/taz, 
And that the horrid Plot took, bemg here; 
Ozmm and Achmat are {ufpeGed fot 1t, 
And but this Moment fe:z’d. 
Tene, This may be true. 
But e’er [yet beieve Ill found him farther; (afide 
Tf ic be thus, "tis moft mpoffible 
You can go hence; therefore to prove my {lf 
Ts not a doating, yeta tender Wife. 
1 too will ftay and bear you Company. 
Muf. Death! this 1s ten times worfe than what 
I fear’d. ( afide. 
Thy generous Sou! obliges and amazes, 
But yet, methinks, ’twere better for us both, 
That you fhould go to attend your royal Father, 
—— You can make no Excufe: By our great 
Prophet, 
To Morrow, if alive, I'l overtake you. 
Lene, Ha! now “us Plain, but Pil conceal my 
Thoughts. ( afide. 
On that Condition only I confent; 
You fwear to Morrow, if alive, you'll follow. 
Muf. 1 doy and thus I ratify my Oath, 


He | Life 
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Life of my Life, farewell, may Heaven proted, 
you ( kiffing ber 
Krene, O, Traytor! but I will a while be calm, 
Suflemy Rage, till Tat once canblaf (afide 
His high-raisd Wifhes, and dete@& his Guilt, 
Yes, he fhall find, “{pite of his Artifice, 
With how much Eafe an ijur’d Woman can 
Unravel all the Schemes of farthlefs Man. (exit. 
Muf Oh, Haly' what a Toy! to force Af- 


fection, 
Hal. Yet you, great Sir, make all things eafy to 
But now the Work is done. (you, 


Muf. Ay, there remains 
No more Impediments to bar the Way 

To Jabela’s Arms, the Thought tranfports me } 
What 1s this Love, this flrange myfterions Paffion! 
Has it the fame Effe@s on all Manhind 
As me? or 1s 2 more than ufual Store 
Blended in my Compofure > it muft be fo; 

Tis idle to fuppofe unerring Nature 

Has given us Paffions only to torment us; 

No, fhe eapects they fhould be, gratify’d , 
We're frce to ufe what fhe has freely given. 

To vulgat Souls, dull, heavy, thoughtlefs Lumsp, 
She has been wifely frugal of her Bleffings, 

-They’re Strangers to the purer Joys of Lite, 

) Refin’d Delights prepar’d for nobler Minds, 
Then let ‘em drudge on m the common Road, 
Boaft of ther Chaftity and Temperance, 

And call their {tupid Slugithnefs a Vertue 
I muft, and will indulge my brighter Senfes 
Wath all the Joys Imagination forms 
Hal}. My Lord, this working Bram has form’d 
a Way 
To bring her fafely into your Apartment, 

Her Shrichs within her own may raife the Women 

| To 
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To trace the Truth, and who would tint ther 
Secrecy he 
The Deed once done, for ter own fake fhe’ll hide 
Muf Thou art the beft of Engines, but difpatch, 
The T ingulatbomicncuraact ldincnllekekt 
One Moment from my Pleafures O my full 
Heart 
The Princefs gone, the calls of Bufinefs hufh’d 
Thofe Plagnes that Poyfon all the Swects of Life 
By thy kind Induftry remov’d. This Night 
(il travel thro’ new Worlds of fierce Delight ! 
No faucy Cares fhall the vali Bhifs deftroy, 
But while on Earth afl Paradife enjoy ! 








BERR BRO S 
ACT V. 


Enter Alponfo, Ozmia, Achmat. 


Oxm FERwER]O W Chriftian, thou art free: And 
Ab NEP take thy Choice, 
LAN 5 Either to go with us againft the 






+ 


Mutt be expofed to favage brutifh Rage, 


Ozu 


mr >>» 
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Oz This Eunuch then, by whofe kind Care 
we live, 
To difappoint the bloody Vifier’s Purpofe, 
Can eafily condué thee to that fair one. 
He knows each Avenue of the Seraglto, 
And may pafs unfufpcG@ed by the Officers. 
Now Achmat let us haft, your famazaiies 
Will rejoice to fce therr Aga 
Ach. And more, 
{n an Occafion to revenge thetr Wrongs. 
Securely fleep, O Muflapha! this Night, 
For “tis thy laft , the Morn comes winge'd with 
Fate 
Alp Succefs wait on your Hopes. 
Ach, Andcthine,brave Chiifiian: (eveunt different, 


SCENE changes. Mabclla, Haly. 


Ifa Alphonfo doom'd, and I demed to fee him! 
O’ tell me Haly, whence proceeds this Change ? 
What has he done to forfeit his Reprieve? 

Ox how have I tranfgrefs’d, to be refus’d 
That only Boon, I beg to fuffer with him? 

Haly Alas, fair Maid, ’ts not for me to pry 
Tnto the fecret Purpofe of the Vitier : 

Tamnot toadvile, but to obey. 
Noi was I lefs amaz’d than you, when late, 
Lic order’d me to lee A/phonfo ftrangled. 


~ Avdlavcfome Hous deferi’d the dread Command, 


In Hopes you Jnterceffion might prevail, 
When you fhon’d know, to fave him fiom Deftrus 
ction. 
Ha O Heaven! what can I do? 
iy. Entreat the Vitter 
Thy Charms may fotten him again to Mercy. I 
Ha, 
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Jfa Where is ke to be found > 
Haly. n his Apartment. 
__ da. Ha! a dread Horror over-{preads my Soul, 
Alphonfo charg’d me to avoid his Prefence, 
What meant he by that Fear? or what means this 
Which wembles here ? as tho’ to wain me of him! 
I dare not venture —~ 
Haly Why, then Alphoufo’s loft. 
Unhappy Chriftian! 1 lament thy Fate ; 
And more, thy Love for an ungrateful Maid 
Who atts as Acceflary to thy Murder, 
Nor ftirs, nor reaches out an Atmto {ave thee 
fiom the wide Jaws of ready gaping Death. 
Jfa OQ Torture! O Confufion to my Soul! 
Mutt then Alphonfo dic, and I negleé& 
All Means, all Opportunities ro fave him ? 
Or to preferve him, muft I hazard Vertue ? 
Hazard! What Hazard? the Vifier has been ftil! 
Mott good, moft gracious to my Supplications, 
But ne’er attempted to feduce my Hononr-—— 
Away then with Delays I fly to {eek him 
sem Yet {tay where ait thon going Jabel/a> 
Tnto the very Chamber of the Man, 
Thy only Friend commands thee to avoid ; 
Perhaps he had Reafons, tho’ unknown to me : 
| Men are deceitful, cunning and defiguing, 
| I want the Ait to trace beyond their Words, 
Their Meanings may be vile, tho’ feeming farr. 
Haly Wake, Madam, wahe, from this famaftic 
Dream ' 
Your weak Irrefolution will undo you, 
I dare not, muft not difobcy my Orders, 
And if you here remain one Moment longer, 
Alphon{o’s Corps, all ghaftly pale and cold, 
Wall meet yom Eyes, a difmal Spectacle ! 








Your 
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Your Tears will then be vain,yourWaulings fruitlefs, 

fa. Haly, no more, my very Soul diffolves . 
Jn Floods of Tendernefs. Ihave been too guilty 
In this Delay : O bring me to the Vifier, 

And may all gracious Heaven look down and aid 
My Pleadings! Let the Breath ot Angels 
Dwell in my Voice to move his Soul to Mercy: 
To Maicy for Alphonfo. 
Haly ‘Thy own will fervethe Turn.  (Exeuat. 
Enter Alphonfo, Eunuch. 

‘Alp. It cannot be, “tts moft impoffible! 
Forfook her Chamber at the dead of Night 
Gone ont with Haly! didft thou fay, with Haly? 

Eua. Chriftian, I did. 

Alp I prithee do not fay it. 

Or while thou {peak’ft, Rab, flab meto the Heart. 
I have indeed regain’d my Liberty 
But loft in Ler my Scnces— I fhall die mad 
Oh Jfabella? Cow’d I have thought this of thee > 
Curfe onthe Thoughe ! *twill haunt my very Ghoft! 
{ve read, the Habits which our Souls Contra& 
On Earth, affe@ usin another State 
Tf fo, what Benefit wil! Death afford ! 
(Jf 1 remember, I once lov’d a Woman, 
Woman, did I fay ? or Devil—a very Woman ! 
{ Frail wicked Woman! falfe mconftant Woman! 
_ ACreature more deceitful than the Devil 
' Jn brighteft fofteft Angels Form——But hold 
Sure tis a Dream—— where am I——do I ive ¢ 
She muft be true— Oh! No, fhe’s bafe and falfe, 
She has been falfe, and Damn’d her {elf and me. 
Eun Pleafe you, Vt] guide you to the Vifier’s 
Chamber, 
But dare attempt no farther than the Entrance, 
The Lords Efcape by this may be difcover’d 
And I be loft betore they can relieve me. 
Alp, 
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Alp For me thou fhalt not, lead me but to the 
GEiaces 
Ive nothing now to tear, or hope but Vengeance 
« The Vilier’s Chamber, be fleepiag ou ay ( Hxevut 
1 Couch, rifer aad comes frward, : 
What vain Chimeraes mimich Fancy forms 
To mock andfright the fuperttitrous Soul, 
Methonght I had my Jabel/a here! 
Halfye.lding, trembling between Fear and Trant- 
port; 
But as I rufh’d to feize the utmolt Joy, 
Her Limbs giew cold, her Lips weie turn’d to Ice ! 
Starting, Llook’d, and tound inftead of her, 
Daraxa’s breathlefs Corps had fil’d my Arms 
I do not like thefe Dreams — Ll fleep no more, 
Bur wait tor waking Joys — and fee, they se near. 


Exter Hally aad Mabella. 


Hal. Moft noble Vifie ' this fair Chriflian Maid 
Intreats you'd lend an Ear to her Petition. 

Muf, When Beauty pleads, Biutes only can 

be deaf. 

Ifa Thus with my Body bent in humble Awe, 
Thus, with uplifted Hands, and freaming Ey es, 
Wou'd I implore Compaffion, mishty % fer, 

For my Alphunfo’s Lite, fvercly doom’d 

Muf Are the Roomsclear? — (afide to Fally 

Hal. They aie my Loid, not even a Mute, 
Or Eunach within heaitng, I have difpos’d 
‘Fm all at Diftance waiting 

Muf ?T1s well, retue ( Exit Aaily. 
Alphunfo’s Fate, tar Maid, lyes in thy Breall. 

ifa Heavens! how Ttremble —— in mine, ny 

ciactous Lord ? | 

Mrf Youonly can picferve him 


Jia alba heuits 
/ May 
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May pay the Price, moft gladly I'll refign it. 
If chat you mean, behold I ftand prepar’d, 
Tell, tell me quick, and ftrike me dead at once. 
Muf Ol, charming Maid! ns thon canift fave 
his Life, 
Not only his, but mine ; thy Smiles or Frowns, 
Thy Jovely Eyes muft fix my Fate and his. 
Faireft Refemblance of the brighteft Angel ! 
Why wilt thou dart fuch angry Glances, 
From thofe foft Orbs of Light, whofe flreaming 
Sweetnefs 
Even now, all untelenting, as thou feem’ft, 
O’ercomes my Soul, and fteals thro’ all my Senfes. 
Ha How jut and truc, Alphonfo, were thy 
Feats! ( afide. 
O ceafe, my Lord, this vain Di(courfe to me, 
What Pride, alas! to mock a wretched Woman ? 
Mu. Blafpheme not thus the Heaven of thy 
Perfe@ions, 
Whocan, untouch'd by Love, behold thy Charms? 
But mire is fure, amore than common Paffion. 
Tburn, I burn, TD languith, faine and die, 
Long have J born the {weet enchanting Ferment, 
Long Ilruggled to deprefs the rifing Flame, 
Till giown too mighty for my throbbing Breatt, 
It blazes out, and here muft find Relief (days hold 
of ber. 
Ja Forbear my Lord, I muft not hear you talk 
Muf Yes,thoumutt hear and regard me too, (thus, 
Form’d in a Mould fo exquifitely fine, 
Array’d in all that heavenly Pomp of Beanty, 
To give and take ten thonfand thoufand Joys, 
Not to be tafted in another’s Arms, 
Scorn the mice Affetation of thy Sex, 
Nor let their Folly be a Rule to thee, 
Why would‘ thon vainly ftrive to hide from me 
The Sparks of Love now glowing in thy sls te 
An 
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And check the fwelling Tranfpott of Defire 
Which prompts thee to be kind, ana blefs my 
ifhes, 
But to my Arms referve fhall be extingurthed. 
Jfa_Defend me Heaven! 
Muf. Come, come' no more Refiftance. 
J fee the Woman melting in your Eyes, 
Luxuriant melting in the Folds of Love, 
Fainting with Pleafure, ler my fluttering Sonl 
Catch the foft Murmurs of thy yeilding Lips 
And mingle with thy Breath, 
Jfa Yall, kill me firtt! 
Muf Twill not heat one Word which founds 
hike Death, 
Yeild to my Strength. 
Ifa. Help Heaven! O help. 
(As he ts bearing her off, Irene. 
___ruphed out 2a Mens Cloaths ) 
Bene, It fends thee Help in me 
Muf A Traytor hid within my private Cham- 
ber, ( fabs ber. 
Dye Villain, Slave ! ee —! 
rene, Perdition on thy Hand! 

If2 Thanks Heaven! O where thall TAy (ext 
Muf. Horror and Death ! , 
What have I done! my Wite! O holy Prophet; | 

Sul, full I fleep, and this ts ajl a Dream. 

Tene, Thou wal’ft too fure, wort Monfter of 

thy Kind. 

Sufpeaing thy Deceit, I fe1gn’d a Journey, 
Bot foon return’d, difguis'd, to watch thy Purpofe, 
This fatal Confequence I meet unfhaken . 
The Sultan will revenge me — fome hottid Death 
Will be thy Portion, Enalefs pains hereafter 
Reward thy Perjnries — thy countief, Falthoods 


Muf. Confounded } loft, T know roz v hit te fy. 
ies ie 
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The Wound my notbe mortal — help there, 
help, who watts? 
Zu, In vain thou call’, “us not im Art to 
fave me, 
The tatal Weapon’s Port has reach’d too far, 
Aud Death already ferzes on my Heat, 
J. it Heaven directed thy miftahing Hand, 
To bicak the Prop thy wild Ambition lean’d on, 
The Blow thou heft given reftores me to my 
Lord, 
And in thy Ruin is his Death revenged. 
Auf Diftraéion ! 
Jiee, Oh! Support me Muflapha! 
TnS.reams of Blood, the Blaze'ot Rage 1s quench’d, 
Dif{datn and Jealoufy are now no more. 
Tt in the othe: World we chance to meet, 
I may, peibaps, forgive tlice (dies. 
Muf Cut Aceident! ( Nufe without 
Ha! what Alarm! has Fate more Ills in Store ? 


Bute Hally. 


¢ Hail Pardon, great Sir, this hafty Interruption, 

£ The Funzares arein Arms, the Wrerch 

| Wtom Lintrnufted with the Charge o’th Prifoners, 
bor Bisbes, ot fecrct Hate to you, has fet ’em free, 
,od atthe Elead of thatiebellions Band, 
tume aim’d with Rage, and fully bent on Ven- 


ge dice. 
Ma All thrrgs confpire mv Ruin. Aal/y look 
th? Oh, Mahomet! the Punecfs , (there 


Mie Kuid by this Hand, 
Borcu fad Tale’s too loug co tell thee now. 
Whe are my Guards? whatever is my Lot, 
Ti tourge the Inlules of thefe havghty Tsaytors, 
Avaof ae Jait Dtatl, PH fallreveng’d.  — (Exenrt 


TheFair Carvive, 1 


Alphonfo alone. 


Alp Silence 1n folemn Solitude reigns here, 
While all without 1s Tumult and Confufion. 
Wheie does this fan Seducer hide her Shame? 
@1 hopes fhe to conceal her felf from Heaven, 
sind that all-feeimg Power fhe has renounce’d. 


Enter Mabella 22 Difo, der. 


Ifa Ha! is it poffible? Oh Fate! "tis he! 
Fly, fly Alpbonfo, this accurfed Place ! 
Oh hide me! faveme! fave thy Jfabella! 
Gods, ’tis his Ghoft! the Ghoft of my Alphonfo! 
What eer thon art, O fpeak, fpeak ! I conjure thee. 
Alp. Fury and Heli! thou rav’ft, thy glowing 
( Cheeks, 
Thofe flaming, fparkling, Eyes denote thy Frenzy, 
Thy tainted Breath pollutes the purer Aur. 
The very Plague it felf 1s lefs infe@tous ! 
fa Alas! tor Pity’s Sake, Alphonfo hear me. 
Alp. Did not I charge thee to avoid the Vifer, 
And comeft thou not this Moment from the Ty- 
(rant 
With all the flagrant Marks of Guilt upon thee 
dfa. Hear me, but fpeak —— 
Alp. Away, and touch me not. 
How cou’dft thou —— dar’ft thou enter this A- 
( partment 
Ifa 1 was betray’d — Hally! that hellith vi 
er 
Jiav’d, I tore, did all that Woman con’d, 
Implored both Heaven and Earth to help ang tS 
me. 
Alp. Thy D.fobedience and Sclf-concett, 
That 
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That very Crime that damn’d thy Grandame Eve, 
Has rutn’d thee, I knew thee becrer than 
Thou knew ft thy felf! I knew thee very Woman. 
Thy Sex’sChaftity, that boafted Vertue 
Is moft in Danger when ’tis moft fecure. 
The tottering Fort without Foundation ftands 
Funcelefs and open, by the Invader oft : 
O’crthrown and plunder’d at the firft Affaule. 
fa Thefe cruel Words, thefe angry keen Re- 
( proaches 
With horrid Angurth peirce my bleeding Heart, 
And wound it deeper than thy Sword could do. 
Alp Had I not given thee Caution, timely 
( Warning, 
Heaven knows I fhou’d incline to pity thee, 
But now —— 

Jfa. O righteous Heaven! if [have done amifs, 
If I this Day in Word or Thought have {werv'd 
From the chaft Rules of Virgin Modetty, 
Pour out thy wrathful Indignation on me, 
Let me be blafted with avengeful Flames 
Blackned all o'er from Head to Foot, and ftand 
A Monument of Guile to future Ages 

Alp Vil hear no more. 

ja My Soul efcap’d the Snare, 
Even on the Brink of Ruin was I fav’d, 

Alp.’ Tis falfe, 1t cannot be , there’s nought 

(cou’d fave thee. 

Jfa Some generous Man ruf’d in and refcu’d me. 

Alp Say, who? 

Ifa Mndeed [knew him not. 

Alp I believe thee 
Equivocating Fair, who taught thee this 
Jnternal Sophiftry ¢ thou’:t much improv’d, 
Grown wondrous learned fince I faw thee laft. 
— immortal Powers! how unconeern’d you are! 

No 
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No Thunder, Earthquake, nor a Hutricane, 
Proclaim’d this curfed Deed > bright and ferene, 
The confcious Moon moves in her glittering 
(Race. 
Tfhould have thought, all Nature muft have chane’d, 
The fire had chang’d to Ice, the Sea to Flames, 
In Tears of Blood, the weeping Heavens lamented, 
Old Chaos had refum’d hts thapelefs Throne, 
And ail Mankind again being damn’d for one. 
Ifa, Nay then ‘tis time to dye! (draws a Dagger. 
Alp. What meant thou? (fuatching it from here 
Wouldft thou add Murder to thy Peryuries ? 
Ifa. Unyutt and cruel! barbarous Alphonfo ! 
Woulft thou deny me Death, the laft Relief 
For Woes like mine ? 
Alp. Oh! could I think thee innocent ? 
Ifa. By all my Hopes of Happinefs hereafter, 
And your Forgivenefs here, I {wear I am. 
Alp, Oh! Tam rack’d, riven with fierce con- 
( vulfions! 
Why have I bore all the Fatigues of War, 
Fac’d Death fo often in the glotrous Field, 
In defperate Sieges, Battles, and Encounters, 
And {eap’d all Dangers there, to know this Hour? 
Ifa, Ob, calm this horrid Tempeft in thy Soul: 
(an Alarm, 
But ha! what means this Noife? Oh, tet us fly. 
The Tyrant will retura and find us here, 
Then thou art flain, and indeed ravith’d (founda 
Alp. A Retreat ! one Party 1s fuccefsful- Retreat, 
Aychmat triumphant! Heaven than at laft 1s jolt 
And Villany defeated. 


Enter Achmat, Ozmin, Vifier wounded. 


Ach. Brave Chriftian I rejoice to fee thee Safe, 
Behold thy cruel Foe expires before thee, 
Soona cold Lump of lifelefs Clay will be A 
id 
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Ajl the Remains of this once mighty Man! 

Muf Infule me not my lateft Pangs are on me, 
A. Moment hence, and {[defpife your Malice. 
But Tregret my Difappointment there, (Maud, 
More than thefe wounds: Hadf pofit fd that 
I had ranfacht all the Joys that Life could give, 
And would have fmil’d at Death. O Ifabella 
Pity me, and from that rigid Vertue which thou 
Recede a little and Vouchfa% thy Hand (bear'lt 
Not that— nay then, I’m loft indced farewcl. (dies. 

Alp. How vata 1s Pomptand how uncertain Fate, 
Unhappy Man! a mean untimely Death (gers! 
Has clofed thy Scene of Lile But fay, ye juft Aven- 
What Doom mutt Haly bear, that fairhlefs Slave? 

Oxm Hcis impal’d before the Palace Gates 
His Bones all crufh’d, and ftaiting thro’ his Skin 
The Traytor now twines on the bloody Stake: 
| But Chriftian, ’c1s convenient for thy Safety, 
That thou depart before the Su/taz comes. 

The Guards fhall be your Convoy to your Veflel, 
Alp Thanks noble Oxam! Now my Iabella, 
Thy Vertue clear’d, fhines with a double Radiance 

Love and Ambition, are Paffions fuited 

To the Brave alone, and find no Entrance 

In anarrow Mind, yet when Ict loof to Rage 
And unreftiain’d by Honou s nicer Bounds 
Degenerate into Crimes, and '! our Fame. 

So while a Reve in due Lrouts flows, 

Tavme, able Bleffings at beftows. 

The vouling Steam yrelds Confut aud Delioht, 

OQuenhes the Thu ft, and gat Ges the Stgit 

But fucid with ufbing Floods and Sto ms of Ram, 

S.ons th weak Banks, aud foans alorg the Pl iat, 

And where the vapid Tor veut fruins its Cow fe, 

Qe whelins th Conutey rith sefiftlefs Fusce 
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Literature and Language 





Western literary study flows out of eighteenth-century 
works by Alexander Pope, Daniel Defoe, Henry 
_ Fielding, Frances Burney, Denis Diderot, Johann 
Gottfried Herder, Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, and 
others. Experience the birth of the modern novel, or 
compare the development of language using 
dictionaries and grammar discourses. 


Gale EO PRINT EDITIONS 


Relive history with Eighteenth Century Collections Online, now available 
in print for the independent historian and collector. This series includes 
the most significant English-language and foreign-language works 
printed in Great Britain during the eighteenth century, and is organized 
in seven different subject areas including literature and language; 
medicine, science, and technology; and religion and philosophy. The 
collection also includes thousands of important works from the Americas 


The eighteenth century has been called “The Age of Enlightenment.” It 
was a period of rapid advance in print culture and publishing, in world 
exploration, and in the rapid growth of science and technology — all of 
which had a profound impact on the political and cultural landscape. At 
the end of the century the American Revolution, French Revolution and 
Industrial Revolution, perhaps three of the most significant events in 
modern history, set in motion developments that eventually dominated 
world political, economic, and social life. 


In a groundbreaking effort, Gale initiated a revolution of its own: 
digitization of epic proportions to preserve these invaluable works in the 
largest online archive of its kind. Contributions from major world libraries 
constitute over 175,000 original printed works. Scanned images of the 
actual pages, rather than transcriptions, recreate the works as they first 
appeared. 


Now for the first time, these high-quality digital scans of original works 


are available via print-on-demand, making them readily accessible to 
libraries, students, independent scholars, and readers of all ages. 
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